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PREFACE. 



A PREFACE is scarcely needed for such a very unpre- 
tending volume as the present; and yet the Authoress 
would not appear before the public as if indifferent 
of their praise or blame — the former she cannot claim, 
the latter she would grieve to incur. All that she 
dares to hope is, that they into whose hands this little 
book may fall, will deal leniently with her, and when 
disposed to criticise, will remember ''she is but a 
woman after all/' 

Tvnbridge W^IU, 
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SKETCHES OF OUR VILLAGE, 

AND 

OTHER RHYMES OF IDLE HOURS. 



S(ktklillt% of onx ^ilhgt. 

Secluded from the world, 'mid woodland shade, 

A calm and tranquil village scene was laid; 

Its quiet loveliness appeared to tell 

Peace and simplicity lov'd there to dwell. 

A happy spot, that scarcely seem'd to share. 

In its calm beauty, aught of worldly care; 

But all can tell this earth contains no spot 

Where care and disappointment cometh not ! 

For. in the heart of man (that world unknown) 

The tyrant Sin has ever rais'd its throne. 

And from her dwelling-place sweet Peace has hurFd, 

And marred the beauty of this inner world; 

And many a one, though wrapp'd in humble guise. 

Has sought perchance on Fame's proud mount to rise, 

But sought in vain —by Poverty depress'd, 

His aspiration died within his breast; 

And many in this village might be shown, 

To whom the chequeiM cares of life were known. 

Let but the wand'rer cast his eyes around 

Upon the tombstones in the burial ground, 

And they will tell him many a tale of woe, 

That earth's most favour'd ones ere long must know; 

B 
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" For M the transient sparks do upward fly, 
So mortal man is bom to misery.'' 
So is it written — but though grief and care 
Is the appointed lot of all to bear, 
Man's joys are not a few ; with lib'ral hand 
God has dispensed them widely through the land, 
And none more fully shares them than the soul 
Who meekly bows to His all-wise control, 
And, in humility supremely blest, 
Trusts to His care alone for peace and rest. 
Meekly resiffn'd to ev'ry trial given, 
If it but lead him in the path to heaven. 
He journeys on, in faith and hope serene. 
Catching faint glimpses of that land unseen 
In whose fair regions he will rest at last, 
When life and all its varied scenes are past. 
They, in whose bosom fair Contentm^ springs, 
Possess a portion richer than a king's ; 
For o'er their souls is shed that peaceful joy 
The world can never give nor e'er destroy. 
Thrice happy they who humbly kiss the rod, 
And lean the contrite spirit on their God ; 
Who in compassion to their heart's deep pain. 
With more abundant blessings heals again. 



THE peasants' COTTAGES. 



Scatter'd around the verdant village green. 
The peasants' humble cottages are seen ; 
Some almost hidden by the clust'ring flowers. 
The produce of their evenings' leisure hours. 
Within these small abodes the eye may see 
The neat and careful hand of industry ; 
The white-wash'd walls, the neatly-sanded floor, 
The mat and scraper placed beside the door ; 
The dresser polish'd with the utmost care. 
On which in pride is placed the crock'ry ware. 
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Which eVry morn the housewife doth adjust, 

And scrupulously keeps from speck of dust ; 

The patch-work counterpane of radiant glow, 

And sheets and towels white as driven snow ; 

The time-worn Bible in its green baize case 

(With spectacles laid down to keep its place) 

Lies on the table by the tea-board rare, 

(The last grand purchase at the village fair,) 

Of gorgeous pattern, glorious fco behold. 

Rich in the hues of crimson, blue, and gold, 

And never used but on occasions rare. 

When friends drop in the festive hour to share. 

Upon the mantel-shelf, in glittVing sheen, 

A goodly row of candlesticks are seen ; 

Some tall, some short, but nil so clean and bright. 

That the eye loves to contemplate the sight ; 

Among which may be viewed, in all her pride, 

The Shepherdess with lambkin at her side, 

And a few broken vases, placed that so 

The much-regretted fractures might not shew. 

Here lies the pipe, the good man's evening treat, 

When home at length he bends his weary feet. 

Over the table where the Bible lies, 

A looking-glass of ancient make and size 

Projecting hangs — and what a glass it is ! 

It gives e'en mirth an elongated phiz, 

While sideways view'd, poor thin -faced Ginef may see 

Her sad face widen to rotundity. 

Dispersed around the wall, in colours bright, 

A few small pictures draw the admiring sight : 

There good and wise King Solomon is seen, 

Receiving with great pomp fair Sheba's queen ; 

Or Adam and his spouse with streaming eyes 

Expelled by flaming swords from Paradise ; 

Or emblematic pictures of the year, 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, and old Winter drear. 

A few neat bookshelves, scantily supplied. 

Hang from the wall ; suspended by their side 

32 
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The gaudy sampler next attracts the sight, 
The tedious labour of some luckless wight, 
Whose name it bears, now glazed, and often eyed 
With all an artist's fond triumphant pride ; 
The better still, this " work of art " to grace, 
Two peacock's feathers on the top they place, 
Which as they proudly bend from left to right, 
Seem to their well-pleased eyes a goodly sight. 
The old Dutch clock that " ticks behind the door," 
And Penny Almanack complete their store. 
Their treasures these, smile, proud ones ; if ye will, 
Yours are more costly — but they're baubles still. 



THE CHURCH. 

At a short distance from the village stood. 

Half in the shelter of an arching wood, 

The old time-honoured church, antique and grey, 

Touched by the unsparing finger of decay ; 

But still so gently touched, as if it feared 

To spoil the building ages had revered. 

With ivy crowned, it raised its ancient head 

Above the peaceful mansions of the dead • 

And while the steeple clock still told the fale 

Of how th' appointed years of manhood fail, 

Its humble spire uplifted to the skies, 

Directed still the heart of man to rise 

To those eternal mansions of the blest. 

Where weary souls at last find peace and rest. 

Close by the mossy wall that circled round 

The precincts of the consecrated ground, 

A hidden brooklet ran with silver chime, 

A fitting emblem of departing time ; 

While as it flowed so peacefully along, 

It murmured forth a soft and dream-like song 

Around the dwellings of the sleepers there. 

Resting at last from life's long day of care ; 
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Here the bereavM mourner sought to raise 
The last fond tribute to the lost one's praise. 
No sickening adulation marred the stone : 
The name, the age, and date were only shewn. 
Saving, perchance, some sweet expression took 
From the dear pages of that Holy Book, 
Which having taught them how in peace to die, 
Revealed the glories of the world on high, 
And taught the weeping mourners that their pain, 
And grief, and loss, was the " departed's " gain. 
i\mid the dark green graves the primrose bloom'd. 
And violets the passing breeze perfumed. 
Planted and tended by the hand of love. 
Who weeps to find no other way to prove 
How deeply cherished in its inmost breast 
Are those who slumber on in dreamless rest. 
The long grass trembled as the breeze pass'd by 
In gentle murmurs Uke to sorrow's sigh, 
And the tall trees a holy shadow spread 
Around the lowly dwellings of the dead. 
O Death ! mysterious power ! to thinking minds 
Thou art the sole connecting link that binds 
Time to eternity. Here man may stand 
Amid the spoils of thy triumphant hand, 
And from mortality's sad wrecks may learn 
From his ambitious hopes and views to turn. 
And from his heart and soul to cast aside 
The sin-dyed garments of his worldly pride. 
Malice and hatred here no pow'r may show. 
For who could nourish towards the dust below 
Such feelings, when he knows he soon must come 
And share the chambers of the silent tomb. 
And like a shadow swiftly pass away 
To the dim mould'ring regions of decay % 
Here, Death, in this thy tranquil meeting-place, 
The world-sick heart might long to meet thy face. 
For such calm quietude is spread around 
As in no other spot can e'er be found. 
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Here, when lifers lamp more dim begins to bum, 
Do man's more frequent thoughts and feelings turn, 
And often does he cast his age -dimmed eyo 
Towards the place where his forefathers lie ; 
Breathing a wish that he may lie at last 
In the same spot where youth and manhood pass'd ; 
That his low resting-place might also filhai*e 
The tender guardianship of watchful care, 
That softly o'er his grave fond love might weep, 
And from forgetfulness his mem'ry keep. 

THE RECTOR. 

Close by the church the Bector's cottage stands. 

Antique aad small, but reared by tasteful hands ; 

A sweet abode, whose hospitable door 

Was ever open to the sad and poor. 

Who sought within these quiet walls to find 

"Food for the body, comfort for the mind. 

In this calm spot, in peace and sweet content. 

For thirty years the Rector's life was spent ; 

Spent in those acts of fervent charity 

The calculating world cares not to see. 

But not unnoticed by th' approving eye 

Of Him who rules the glorious world on higli ; 

Even the common beggar's wand'ring feet 

Might here awhile find shelter and retreat, 

While to the poor and sick, with whom he dwelt. 

Of all that he possess'd he freely dealt ; 

And as a tender father and a friend. 

His little humble flock did daily tend ; 

" Ere charity began, his pity gave," 

Nor for his famuy he thought to save. 

At times, indeed, his fond but anxious wife 

Would speak of the uncertainty of life. 

And beg that some provision he would make, 

Not for themselves, but for their children's sake. 

But when she spoke the good man would reply, 

** Place thou thy confidence in Him ^n hi^ : 
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In Him Who ever ednce the world began 

Has never fail'd to help the righteous man, 

But blessings on his path has daily shed, 

Nor e*er allowed his child to beg its bread." 

He said, " The clergy have no right to make 

A fortune from their living, and thus take 

A portion from the poor, whose stewards they are, 

And for whose use 'twas given to their care. 

The world at large too also has a claim 

On me, nor would I e'er incur its blajne : 

I must not live unsocially, because 

He who its intercourse avoids, withdraws 

That good example he thereby might set, 

E'en in those hours where mirth and pleasure met ; 

While in th' affairs of charity 'tis plain 

That he who hopes another's aid to gain, 

Must work himself, or how can he expect 

His words on others will produce effect." 

These were his precepts, and his actions show'd 

How love to all within his bosom glow'd 

At home, abroad, and in his conscience blest, 

The peace of Qod was his eternal guest ; 

And, like the brightness of a Summer's day. 

His useful life in sunshine passed away, 

Blest in the hope that, when his end drew nigh, 

His ransomed soul to Qod's embrace might fly, 

And, as in earth, again in heaven above, 

Taste the ridi blessings of a Saviour's love. 



TSB squire's daughter. 

Sweet Alice Lee was once the only child 

Of Squire Lee, a sportsman rich and wild. 

Whose stormy passions wrought his young wife's woe. 

Broke her fond trusting heart, and laid her low. 

Yet ere she died she left him this sweet flow'r 

To be the comfort of ihsA lone sad hour, 
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When mem'ry and remorse, with stinging dart, 
Should shed their influence on his world-sick heart. 
A few short months of mourning quickly fled, 
And Squire Lee no longer wept the dead, 
But sought his old pursuits, his comrades gay, 
And drowned the mem'ry of that bitter day 
In the mad revel of the dice and wine, 
Leaving his child in solitude to pine. 
Alice, at first, knew not his time was spent 
In scenes like these of wild abandonment, 
While at his frequent absence oft she sighed, 
To win him back to home she fondly tried. 
Deeming that sorrow drove him from the place 
His uncomplaining wife was wont to grace. 
Ah ! little did she dream the gloom that spread 
His brow was not in sorrow for the dead. 
But the prostration of his mental pow'rs. 
Caused by the revel of the midnight hours. 
Oh, innocent and lovely Alice Lee, 
How fair a contrast was thy purity. 
Thy tender loving heart, thy modest worth 
To him, the author of thy gentle birth. 
Like some pure water-lily white and cool. 
Upon the bosom of a stagnant pool. 
From thence deriving its existence fair, 
Yet all unsullied by the foulness there. 
And Alice loved him, though with aspect stern 
From her fair presence he would often turn. 
And leave her all alone for many hours, 
With no companions save her books and floVrs. 
* Yet were there times her loving nature stole 
With soothing influence o'er his weary soul ; 
And she would woo him to some lov'd retreat 
And seat herself with rapture at his feet, 
With songs his moody spirit to beguile. 
And win the craved indulgence of a smile. 
Then when night came she'd softly sink to rest, 
And dream at last her cherished hopes were blest. 
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Oft to her mother's grave at close of day 

The lonely girl would love to steal away, 

To tend the flow'rs her hands had planted round 

That little spot of consecrated ground, 

And while her filial tears bedewed the sod, 

To raise her heart in fervent pray'r to God. 

Friend of the sick and poor, no giief could fall 

On their sad hearts but Alice knew it all ; 

Her^s was the task to soothe the mourner's woe. 

And help and consolation to bestow, 

To tend the dying couch with loving care. 

To point to Heaven and breathe the fervent pray'r, 

Till the worn sufferer feared no longer death, 

And bless'd fair Alice with his last faint breath. 

In such sweet charities was she employed 

When first her eyes beheld young Herbert Lloyd. 

The good old Rector's son, he was in truth 

The model of a fine and manly youth, 

From whose calm brow and brightly glancing eye 

Shone forth the very soul of probity. 

Proud was the Rector of his noble son, 

And of the homage that his virtues won ; 

And often hoped that he might live to see 

Herbert the husband of fair Alice Lee. 

Pear as a daughter was she to his heart, 

And oft he strove some comfort to impart 

When, weary of her lonely home, she'd seek. 

With tear-dimm'd eye, and with a pallid cheek. 

The oft-frequented and the quiet spot 

Where slept in peace, the lov'd and unforgot. 

With kindness lured to the good Rector's home, 

The timid girl at last would often come, 

With those she lov'd the evening hours to share. 

In cheerful converse, and the closing pray'r. 

Death came at last, a messenger of Fear, 

And stopped the Squire in his mad career. 

Home from the hunt his injured form they bore. 

To cross the threshold of that home no more. 
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No gleam of consciousness his mind revealed, 

And 'gainst her loving voice his ears were sealed ; 

Till o'er his visage stole that a8i>ect grey, 

That tells the mourner life has pass'd away. 

Long weeks passed by ere Alice left the room 

Where grief and sickness shadowed her with gloom. 

And 'then uprose to find that stranger hands 

Laid claim to all the patrimonial laiids. 

And she was left with just a pittance small. 

Enough to save from want, and that was all. 

The Rector, good old man, was fain to take 

The lonely orphan to his home, and make 

His pitying love supply a parent's care, 

And bid poor Alice with his children share; 

But she, with noble independence fired, 

Could not consent to what he so desired. 

" Not 80," she said, " but give me of your love, 

In lonely hours it will my comfort prove. 

And give me courage to sustain my part 

In the world's labour with a thankful heart." 

Nor would she listen to young Herbert's voice. 

Who would have wed his young heart's early choice. 

** I would not fetter thus with sordid cares 

Thy noble heart," she cried, " but in my pi'ay'rs 

111 ever bear thee to that gracious Throne 

Where all our love and hopes are fully known. 

He'll not forget the children of His care, 

But will for us a happy home prepare. 

I fully trust thy love — ^in me confide. 

And let ut brave the world whate'er betide." 



THE VILLAGE BEAUTY. 

Deep in the valley, where the willows waved. 
And in the stream their pendant branches laved, 
A cottage stood, whose beauty caught the eye 
And stayed the footsteps of the passer by. 
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High o'er its slanting roof the ivy clung, 

And round the chimneys like a mantle hung ; 

While o'er the ancient porch the woodbine twin'd, 

And gave its fragrance to the Summer wind. 

Here from the busy world secluded, tired 

Of courts and camps, Fitzmaurice dwelt retired. 

Of ancient family, and noble mind. 

Of daring courage, and of soul refin'd, 

He might have won, perchance, a noble name, 

And ranked with heroes of his country's fame ; 

But he had seen the world, and known its care. 

And sought no longer in its fame to share ; 

Its early trials had purified his heart, 

And taught him how to choose " the better part," 

And seek in other paths those peaceful joys 

The world can never give but oft destroys. 

An only child his quiet dwelling cheer'd, 

By loss of all beside still more endeared ; 

A fair and lovely girl, o'er whose young head 

Scarce sixteen suns their radiance had shed. 

And sportive as ihe zephyrs when they stray 

Amid the wild heath-flowers on Summer's day. 

From mom to eve, her merry voice was heard 

In strains as gladsome as the unca^d bird. 

For sorrow's hour had passed her lightly by. 

And left undimmed by tears her bright blue eye. 

A poet's soul was hers : she loved to trace 

With musing eye the charms of Nature's face, 

And often from her home would steal away 

In some sequestered woodland walk to stray ; 

There would she roam in mute impassion'd thought, 

Her mind with images of beauty fraught ; 

Or as she roved the meadow flowers among. 

Tune to her thoughts some wildly- woven song ; 

Oft on the hill-side would she stand to gaze 

Upon the splendour of the setting rays, 

And as she watch'd the golden sunlight stream 

(y&c the fair landscape smiling in its dream. 
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Those wide-spread sunbeams to her fancy's eye 
Seemed like a glorious pathway to the sky. 
For hours she lingered on the mountain's brow 
In contemplation of the scene below, 
Watching the winding river as it flow'd 
Tn silver beauty past their lone abode, 
And listening to the wild and joyous song 
That gaily trills the woodland shades among. 
Mocking their gladsome notes in strains as gay, 
As down the mountain side she took her way. 
With fawn-like steps, her father's smile to greet. 
And cheer his evening hours with converse sweet ; 
Or on her mother's lute awake the lays 
He used to listen to in happier days, 
When she who left him for an angel's home 
Was wont with him the woods and fields to roam. 
How often would he gaze upon her face. 
Her mother's well-remember'd smile to trace ; 
Watch every glance, and listen to each tone 
That brought to mind the dear departed one ; 
And well she fiU'd, by many a fond embrace 
Of earnest love, that mother's vacant place. 
Thus life passed on, like to a sunny stream 
Beflecting nought but heaven's bright azure beam 
Within its quiet depths, that calmly flow, 
Badi&nt above, peaceful and pure below. 
Fair art thou, earth ! when fond AflFection gilds 
Our passing hours, and Hope enchanted buQds 
Her fairy palaces, and in our eyes 
Like to a lovely dream the future lies. 
And we deem not that death may hover there. 
To snatch from our fond clasp the vision fair ; 
We make thy love our idol, weakly cling 
Even in death to some lov'd earthly thing. 
And turn our dying gaze to meet the eye 
That watches tenderly om* agony, 
As though our ling'riug soul would bear to heaven 
The love to which our latest thoughts are given. 
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Fair Spring again revisited the vale, 

And with soft whispers hush'd stern Winter's gale ; 

Flung o'er the leafless trees their verdant vest, 

And with sweet flowers the sloping hill-sides dress'd ; 

Curl'd the light wavelets of the silver stream, 

Bidding it wake from Winter's dreary dream, 

And o'er the erst- while dark and lowring sky. 

Stretched forth her blue and brilliant canopy. 

But on the withering breath of Winter's blast 

O'er the sweet vale the conqueror Death had pass'd. 

And marked with chilling eye the lovely flower 

So sweetly blooming in its cottage bower ; 

Breathed on its opening charms, then fled away, 

And left within its bosom slow decay. 

Yet spared its loveliness. At times her eye 

Still sparkled in its' liquid brilliancy, 

And on her cheek was spread the rosy flush 

Rivalling the vivid hue of health's warm blush. 

But evanescent as the hues of even 

When sunset dyes the western arch of heaven ; 

How anxiously Fitzmaurice, day by day. 

Hung o'er his child and watched her strength decay. 

Counting each fluttering pulse, as her thin hand 

Lay fondly clasped in his ; till all unmann'd 

He press'd it to his lips, then turned away 

To hide the burning tears he could not stay, 

Lest his sad weight of woe should break the rest 

Thart calmly brooded o'er her placid breast. 

For pure as unsiinn'd snow, her virgin heart 

Shrank not at Death's approach— his piercing dart 

Was not for her — in angel garb array 'd. 

He had no terrors for that gentle maid ; 

Spring-time had fled, and Summer's glowing day 

Gave place to Autumn — she had passed away ! 

With manly fortitude and tend'reat love. 

The father with his bitter anguish strove 

While life remained, suppressing every sigh 

That filled his throbbing heart with agony : 
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And even when the low, faint, quivering breath 

Was heard no ipaore, and the cold hue or death 

Stole o'er those lovely features, nerved his hands 

To the sad solemn duty love commands, 

And closed the sunken eye, which, to the last 

Had turned to where he knelt, and fondly cast 

A dying look on him, then gently pressed 

The pallid lips, and on the quiet breast 

Folded the nerveless hands, and smoothed each tress 

Ttat lay dishevelFd in its loveliness : 

Then by her side he sank in speechless grief, 

And woe too deep for tears to give relief. 

It was a lovely night, and all was still. 

So deeply hushed, that silence seem'd to fill 

The room with such strange awe, that e'en the breeze 

Which sway'd the waving branches of the trees 

Came on the ear like the faint whispering sound 

Of some departed spirit hovMng round. 

The moon had risen, and its silver beam 

Fell on that simple couch, and shed a gleam 

Of holy light upon the forehead fair 

Of her who lay in dreamless slumber there. 

Soothed by the scene, his spirit own'd the sway 

Of that still hour, his whelming grief gave way, 

Mild Resignation lulPd, with soft control. 

The strife and anguish of his stricken soul. 

And calm'd his mourning heart : he bow'd his head, 

And knelt in prayer beside the lowly bed. 

And tears, before by agony repress'd, 

Bedew'd his cheeks, his aching heart found rest. 

" Father," he murmured, " teach me to resign 

My darling child to Thee, for she was Thine ; 

Teach me to say, as did Thy suffering Son, 

Thy will, my Lord and God, not mine^ be done." 
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THE VILLAGE SCHOOLMISTRESS. 

Near to the village, on a rising road, 

Stands a ueat, unpretending, quaint abode ; 

In modest garden, sunny and serene, 

Back'd by rich meadows of the fairest green. 

Facing the west, and screened by ahelt'ring trees 

From the chill influence of the northern breeze. 

There at the noon-tide hour the shouts of glee 

And childhood's merriment and revelry 

Proclaimed, though then released from task and rule, 

The situation of the village school. 

There dwelleth one, whose mild and placid air 

Might tell of one unknown to worldly care ; 

But such was not the case, for early she 

Had learned the " uses of adversity." 

'Keft of a parent's care ere youth had pass'd. 

Her lonely lot 'mid strangers had been cast. 

Strangers indeed ! for who can tell how warm 

A heart may beat beneath a homely form ; 

And who may tell how sad that heart may be. 

Weeping in secret for such sympathy 

As love alone can give, 'or how a word, 

Though lightly spoken, may its depths have stirred. 

Rear'd by a mother's too-indulgent care, 

Which sought her darling from all pain to spare ; 

And bearing in her breast a hasty soul, ' 

That spumed impetuously the least control 

Which took the shape of harshness or command. 

Yet soothed by lightest touch from Kindness' handt 

She grew from year to year, an untamed child, 

Self-will'd, yet loving, and with spirits wild. 

Oh ! how severe the blow which Death must deal 

On youthful hearts taught only how io feel ; 

On spirits uncontroll'd, on minds untaught 

To view misfortune as with blessings fraught. 

Thus keenly fell the blow on that young heart, 

So early called from all she loved to part, 
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To mourn the loss of friends, of love, and home, 

And all uncaied for, 'mid the world to roam. 

Uncared for, did I say ? Oh no ! For He, 

The Giver and the Guide of Destinv, 

Watch'd over the sorowing girl, to her reveal'd 

The mercies of the bitter trial, and heaFd 

Her broken spirit — gave her strength to bear 

Th' allotted portion of her daily care. 

No home the lonely orphan girl possessed. 

No letters from fond relatives address'd, 

E'er came to cheer her, 'mid the fonn and rule, 

And all the frigid discipline of school. 

But He, " who tempereth the chilling wind 

To the shorn lamb, enabled her to find, 

Where unexpected most, the friendly aid 

Of those 'mid whom her lot in life was laid. 

Happiness again revisited her breast, 

And hope became her spirit's constant guest ; 

Pleasure's bright sun upon her pathway smil'd. 

And Love's companionship her hours beguil'd. 

Bright visions of a happy nome, whose truth 

Should realize again the home of youth, 

Form'd the glad subject of her thoughts by day. 

And o'er her dreams by night held constant sway. 

For there was one had whisper'd in her ear 

The tale by youthful hearts held ever dear ; 

And she who moum'd the loss of home's dear ties 

And all its tender cares an(J sympathies, 

Treasur'd each ardent word, and gave to him 

(With blushing cheeks, and downcast eyes bedim. 

And trembling with the new-found bliss,) a heart 

In whose warm love no other claim'd a part. 

How happy she, when at the close of day 

Through woodland paths together they would stray ; 

He picturing the home that they would make. 

When fortune bless'd his eflforts for her sake. 

And gazing with a lover's manly pride 

On the young creature clinging to his side. 
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Whose earnest eyes, uptum'd to his, express'd 

All the fond feelings of her youthful breast. 

Oh, days of love and joy ! how soon the storm 

Of adverse fortune did thy light deform. 

His duties called him to a foreign shore : 

Years passed away, and he returned no more ; 

While homeward bound, struck down by dire disease, 

His grave was made beneath the deep tilue seas. 

How can I tell of the bereav'd one's grief, 

Too deep for words t' express, or give relief. 

But as the willow bends beneath the blast 

In meek submission till the storm is past ; 

So bowed the mourner 'neath the chastening rod, 

And learned submission to the will of God. 

As the torn bosom of the earth receives 

In the deep furrows which the ploughman leaves 

The grain of Life, hereafter to expand, 

And give back tenfold to the sower's hand. 

So did the lacerated heart receive 

In the deep wounds which made her spirit grieve. 

The " dew of healing," and from thence did rise 

Mild Resignation , and sweet sympathies 

For all her suflf'ring race — no more her grief 

In solitude and silence sought relief. 

She knew that dvAy her attention claim'd. 

And to be useful to her sex she aim'd. 

In " Woman's mission " thus she chose her part, 

To rear and guide youth's inexperienced heart ; 

By loving precepts, and by watchful care. 

To teach th' untutored spirit how to bear 

The lesser ills of life, ere care's dark wing 

A shadow on their onward path should ning. 

To teach the young and ardent mind t' admire 

The varied works of God, and to aspire 

To noble deeds ; not such as win a name. 

And stand recorded on the roll of Fame, 

But those bright actions of the meek and good. 

Based on Humility and Fortitude, 
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And which, amid earth's miugled care and strife, 

Shed such pure lustre over Woman's life. 

All homage be to such good office paid, 

Though in obscurity its worth be laid ; 

Not unrequited shall such efforts be, 

Though wealth they never win, nor honour see. 

Though even some at the " Old Maid " may sneer^ 

Those who have learnt her worth shall hold her dear; 

And this her hope, when earthly tasks are done. 

To hear these words, " Servant of God, well done." 



$ rnuTi not riajsp ms S^oxt ngmvi. 

STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

Fare thee well, my gallant son. 

Sad thy mother's heart must be ; 
Even though the voice of Fame 

Doth bring to England praise of thee. 
Thy grave is on the battle plain, 
I may not clasp my son again. 
For thou art dead — and oh, my son, 

Thy home is tilled with gloom ; 
To me is e'en denied the task 

Of weeping o'er thy tomb. 

Oft at eve, when twilight's hour 

Curtains earth with grateful shade. 
Fancy with her magic pow'r 

Doth paint the spot where thou art laid. 
I see thy grave on oattle plain. 
But may not clasp my son again ; 
I may not see thy manly form, 

Nor meet thy ardent gaze ; 
Nor hope that thou, my only son, 

Will guard my later daya 
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Nobly hast thou borne thy part, 

In the strife on foreign soil ; 
Now thy brave and manly heart 

May rest from all its glorious toil. 
But on ! thy mother's heart hath pain, 
I may not clasp my son again. 
I am alone ! for never more 

Thy voice shall cheer my gloom ; 
To me is e'en denied the task 

Ot weeping o'er thy tomb. 



SONG. 
Set to Music hy H. W. Loof. 

Is there a joy so sweet, 

In this weary world of ours, 
Where we too often meet 

Thorns amid our fairest flow'rs — 
As when the " light of love " 

O'er our clouded way is thrown. 
And it is our bliss to prove 

One true heart to be our own. 

Ah ! then the world may frown in vain. 

Its troubles shall not reach the heart ; 
For Love's kind voice shall soothe each pain. 

And bid each anxious thought depart. 
Yes ! Love's bright light shall cheer the soul, 

'Mid sorrow's darkest, gloomiest day ; 
With sweetest peace all doubts control. 

And chase each gath'ring cloud away. 

What tho' our fate may be 

'Mid the brilliant and the gay, 
Soon shall the hour of glee 

Fade in hopeless gloom away. 

c2 
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Sad is the lonely heart, 

The' the lip may brightly smile ; 

Love can alone impart, 
Joy our sorrows to beguile. 

Ah ! then the world may frown in vain, 

Its troubles shall not reach the heart ; 
For Love's kind voice shall soothe each pain, 

And bid each anxious thought depart. 
Yes ! Love's bright light shall cheer the soul, 

'Mid sorrow's darkest, gloomiest day ; 
With sweetest peace all doubts control. 

And chase each gath'ring cloud away. 



Welcome sweet day of rest and peace, 
When worldly cares and labour cease, 

And calm repose descends 
With healing influence on the soul 
Bow'd down by care and grief's control. 

As trustingly it bends 

Before the " awful throne " of Him 
To whom the holy cherubim 

" Continually do cry;" 
And who in pard'ning peace and love 
Bends from His mercy-seat above, 

To listen to the sigh 

Arising from the contrite breast, 
By. sorrow and by sin opprest. 

And secret springs of grief ; 
He sees the widow's tearful eye, 
He hears the orphan's mournful cry, 

And sends to all relief. 
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Hark ! hark ! I hear the sabbath bells, 
As on the breeze their music swells, 

Then softly dies away ; 
See ! from the cottage and the hall, 
Obedient to the chiming call, 

The high and lowly stray 

To where, embowered amid the shade 
By the o'er-arching foliage made, 

The village churchyard lies ; 
The bells have ceased. List ! from the throng 
The mingled tones of holy song 

With sweet accord arise. 

Hiish'd is the hymn, with veilM brow 
And humble reverence they bow. 

And breathe the fervent prayer. 
While ever and anon the strain 
Of mingled melody again 

Greets the enraptured ear. 

See where yon lonely widow stands. 

With head bow'd down, and trembling hands 

Clasped meekly on her breast; 
Upon her spirit has been pour*d 
The Ught and comfort of God's word. 

Her griefs are calm'd to rest. 

She's thinking of that far-off shore, 
Where fond friends meet to part no more ; 

Where, freed from mortal pain. 
Victorious o'er the grave, and arest 
In the bright garments of the blest. 

She hopes to meet again 

The one she loved on earth so well. 
How does her heart with rapture swell. 

And tears her eyes bedim, 
As thus she hears the cheering voice, 
" Daughter of earth, rejoice, rejoice •' " 

For thou shalt go to him. 
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You aged man, with locks so gray, 
Has passed through many a weary day 

Of trouble and of care ; 
Taught by the loss of worldly wealth, 
His wife, his children, and his health. 

To know the worth of prayer: 

Like Job, he groan'd beneath the rod 
And arrows of a frowning God, 

And sought relief in vain. 
Till He who gave the chastening stroke, 
Healed the proud spirit he had broke. 

And peace bestowed again. 

Such as the world can ne'er bestow, 
Such as its children never know, 

Founded on faith and love; 
To holy thoughts it giveth birth, 
Beareth the spirit far from earth 

To Paradise above. 



Cxrmfjart in ^Mctian. 

•Tib sweet to linger near the hallow'd spot, 

Where in the arms of death our lov'd ones sleep, 

" The young, the beautiful, the unforgot," 

While o'er their grave the night winds softly creep. 

And as we twine around their silent tomb 
Some fragrant token of our love and grief. 

Some beauteous flower, meet emblem of their bloom^ 
So flower-like, so beautiful and brief ! 

To know that while their early loss we weep, 

While o'er their grave fond memory's tear we shed, 

That calm and peaceful is their long deep sleep. 
And from their placid breast is sorrow fled. 
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To know that tear-drops ne'er will dim the eye 

Now closed in death, nor grief o'er-cloud the brow, 

Nor that cold bosom heave the bitter sigh, 
Nor that dear form beneath sorrow's hand will bow. 

To know that while we twine their lowly bowers. 
Where in the dreamless sleep of death they lie, 

Their happv souls are wandering 'mid the flowers 
That deck the blooming Parsuiise on high. 

To know though Sorrow, with her wings of gloom. 
May darken all our earthly prospects o'er, 

She cannot pass the portals of the tomb. 
To dim those loving eyes with one tear more. 

To know, though now we weep around their bier, 
Our sad hearts bow'd beneath the parting pain, 

The time will come, when joy will dry the tear, 
And we shall meet our fondly -loved again ! 



1 CoR. iii. 21—23. 

The world is thine, oh Christian ! to enjoy 
In full abundance, and without alloy ; 
A fair and rich inheritance possess'a 
By those meek spirits whom our Saviour bleas'd. 
Let misers gaze on their uncounted gold. 
Their wide domains let lordly nobles hold ; 
Thine the extended treasures of the land. 
The mountains, valleys, and the ocean strand, 
The stately forest, and the breezy hill, 
The foaming torrent, and the rippling rill. 
For thee the birds' sweet harmonies arise. 
For thee the sunlight and the starry skies, 
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The verdant sod, the cool and shady grove — 

All the free gift of God's o'er-flowing love ! 

Yes ! all are thine, and thou art Christ's, and He 

The son of the Eternal Deity. 

And thou, too, art His child, His promis'd heir, 

The object of His own peculiar care. 

" A mother may forget the child she bore," 

And fond maternal love may feel no more. 

But He, thy God, Creator, Father, Friend, 

Will every moment of thy life attend; 

His care will cease not with thy parting breath. 

But smooth thy passage through the realms of death. 

And life, with all its varied joys, is thine, 

And the sure promise of the life divine. 

The ** joys of life," Oh ! what an endless theme, 

Fit subject for the poet's raptur'd dream ! 

While health's bright fluid through thy body flows. 

And its rich crimson on thy warm cheek glows. 

Mere life itself is blisa — 'tis joy to feel 

The bounding current through thy pulses steal. 

The sky above appears more bright, more fair, 

And nature seems a richer garb to wear. 

And as thy thoughts in bright succession throng. 

They from thy lips burst forth in gladsome song, 

And as thy light step bounds o'er hill and dale. 

Fresh joy is wafted on each passing gale. 

And not alone from health thy pleasure springs; 

Sickness hides many a comfort 'neath her wings. 

Which health, with all its joys, had never known. 

If sickness had not for a season thrown 

Its mantle round thee. Yet though sad the while, 

It did but add new glorv to the smile 

Of Him who does but chasten us in love. 

To draw our selfish earth-bound hearts above — 

As when the thunder-cloud has passed by. 

How mild the radiance of the evening sky ; 

How bright the raindrops on each leaf and flower, 

How sweet the fragrance of th' expiring shower. 
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The cloud of sickness, dark however it be, 

But guides the way to immortality, 

And fixes all our thoughts on that bright shore 

Where pain and sickness vex the soul no more; 

Like to the " pillar," which of old did guide 

The Israelitish children through the tide. 

O'er plain and valley, and the desert strand, 

'Till safe at rest in Canaan's happy land. 

And what if poverty's thy lot on earth. 

Thou art an heir of Grod by second birth; 

Be thankful, patient, for hast thou not read, 

Christ had no place to rest His weary head 1 

Though mean thy earthly dwelling, yet His love 

Prepares for thee in that blest land above 

A glorious " mansion," an eternal throne. 

To which, with " songs of joy," thou soon shalt come 

With " everlasting bliss upon thy head," 

The gem-paved courts of that bright home to tread. 

Despised art thou ] And by the world forgot 1 

Thy Father and thy Friend forgets thee not ; 

Though few on earth should thy companions be. 

There the redeem'd shall bear thee company ; 

In that " fair city " thou shalt join the song 

That bursts triumphant from th' angelic throng. 

And at thy God's right hand shalt sit thee down. 

Possessor of a kingdom and a crown. 

Could'st thou but read and know thy Father's will, 

Thou'd'st welcome with a smile each seeming ill, 

And with a child-like confidence recline 

Upon the ^iding arm of Love Divine. 

" Behold the lilies of the field, for they 

Excel e'en Solomon in his array ; 

They neither toil nor spin, by day nor night, 

And yet €k)d clothes them in their garb of white ; 

Even a sparrow cannot fall and die 

Unnoticed by thy God's all-seeing eye." 

And He who even cares for flowers and birds, 

Will He not listen to th j trusting words 1 
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Then take no anxious thought for coming days, 

For o'er the future God in wisdom lays 

A shadow, that thy faith may firmer strive, 

And humble trust in Him be kept alive. 

Life's troubles all are thine ! the chastening rod 

That bows thy spirit to the will of God, 

The visitings of love which do impart 

But firmer, purer faith unto thy heart. 

That while thy bosom does with sorrow swell, 

Thou may'st exclaim, " He has done all things weU." 

Thine the sweet power to heal another's woe. 

And charity and sympathy bestow ; 

To lift the mourner's head, his path to cheer. 

And dry with gentleness the starting tear ; 

To clothe the naked, and the hungry feed. 

And into paths of peace the wandrer lead ; 

By firm enduring love to turn aside 

The words of anger and the glance of pride. 

And life has other joys — sweet friendship, love, 

And those of home, all earthly joys above ; 

Those tender ties which circle round the heart, 

And which can only with this life depart. 

And even then hope points to realms above. 

Where all may meet again in joy and love. 

And thine the holy peace, the conqu'ring power, 

The joy and comfort of the dying hour ; 

When friends around thee mourn in deep distress, 

God shall support thee, and His love shidl bless 

Thy dying bed with visions pure and bright 

Of that good land where there shall be " no night ; " 

Where Sorrow cannot darken with her gloom, 

Where pain is banish'd, care can never come. 

Thine the triumphant death which God has given, 

That opens to thine eyes the joys of heaven ; 

That sets thy spirit from its prison free. 

The glories of its palace home to see. 

Then fear not thou, though Death's dark valley's near, 

God shall be with thee, and His voice shall cheer 
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Thy spirit through the shade, His staif shall be 

Thy sure safe guide to immortality. 

Thine too, oh happy Christian ! thine the life 

Purchased by Christ with choicest blessing rife, 

Thy spirit's life, thy soul's most glorious bu^th, 

Thy resurrection from the things of earth ; 

Cleansed from the taints of sin's dark whelming flood 

By Jesu's purifying grace and blood ; 

By His full righteousness all-justified, 

And by the Spirit's influence sanctified, 

This thy soul's blessed life, the means of grace, 

The hope of meeting Jesus face to face ; 

On earth ihe peaceml life of faith and love, 

And the all-glorious life of saints above ! 



**3^ihtt, iutlgtt. 
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Thou only, Lord, canst give me light. 
Thou only make my future bright ; 
Chase these dark clouds of doubt away, 
And teach me, " Father," how to pray ! 

" Thy will be done," teach me to say. 
Though sore the trials of the day ; 
From murmuring set my spirit free, 
And draw me, " Father," unto thee. 

Fain would this weary anxious breast 
8eek out a home of earthly rest — 
It may not be — bid me resign 
My will, oh " Father," unto thine ! 

Though few my earthly friends may be, 
And cold the looks that fall on me, 
Point out my better home above, 
And teach me, " Father," thou art love. 
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(6n tlgt htvATg xrf Hartit. 

AGED NINETEEN. 

Fled from a world whose trials might have been 
A weary weight for thy young heart to bear, 

Whose sorrows might have proved too deep and keen 
For thee, thou cherish'd child of love, to share — 

Thou slumberest calmly, on thy marble brow 
A sweet unbroken peace has set its seal ; 

Sorrow and pain can never wound thee now. 
Nor thought of sadness o'er thy spirit steal. 

But yet forgive awhile the sorrowing tear 

We shed while thus thy early death we mouru, 

And the fond love that would have kept thee here. 
And bade thy lingering spirit to return. 

We know thy weary frame is now at rest. 
Beneath the shelter of thy peaceful tomb ; 

We know thy soul is now for ever blest. 

In that good land where joys immortal bloom. 

That there 'mid saints and angels thou dost roam, 
A glorious being, purified and bright. 

Feasting thine eyes within that heavenly home 
On scenes whose wondrous loveliness and light 

No tongue can e'er describe nor heart conceive ; 

That now thy voice has learn'd His praise to swell, 
Of whom (though boVd in sorrow) we believe 

His love and wisdom has done all things well. 

But thou wert very dear, and everything 
We look upon recals thee to our thought ; 

Thy much-loved flowers, the songs thou us'dst to sing. 
The bird's glad music, and the landscape fraught 
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With every beauty thou didst so much prize, 
The sloping hill with golden blossoms dress'd, 

The trees' rich foliage, and the evening skies 
Deck'd with the gorgeous colours of the west. 

But now, alas for us ! the summer flowers 

Unmark'd by thee around thy bed shall bloom, 

And morning's dews and spring-tide's gentle showers 
Shall weep, dear Hartie, o'er thy silent tomb. 



Hb never is alone, whose mental sight 

Surveys the world as beautiful and bright ; 

Within whose breast love's fountain ever springs 

Towards the least of God's created things. 

This holy light within does all illume, 

Shedding a radiance 'mid the darkest gloom ; 

Whether within the crowded street he be, 

Or 'mid the valleys wand'ring wild and free ; 

If in the city, yet each passer-bjr 

Extorts a smile, or claim a passmg si^h ; 

For though unknown to them he reads each look. 

And comments thereupon, as on a book. 

He marks the brow of care, the mournful eye, 

And gives the tribute of his sympathy ; 

Into its alley's dark retreat he goes. 

And searches out the mourner and his woes ; 

Dispels the brooding mists of worldljr cares, 

And with the sick and poor his portion shares ; 

Teaching the sufferer that the chastening rod 

Awakes the spirit to fresh trust in God. 

He soothes the bed of death with gentle care, 

And listens to the last expiring prayer ; 

And when the prisoned spirit finds release. 

Turns to the mourning heart, and whispers " peace." 
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And should he wander 'neath the open sky, 
Or in the vale where clustering violets lie, 
Whether in early mom, or hush of night, 
Is he alone ? Ah no ! for fresh delight 
Steals to his senses from each sight and sound. 
And with sweet images his thoughts abound. 
Now borne to him amid the forest trees, 
The harps of angels swell upon the breeze — 
Beneath their shade a solemn awe he feels, 
And deep devotion o'er his spirit steals. 
To him all things existent have a voice 
To bid his inmost heart and soul rejoice. 
The lark's gajr sone that greets the glowing sky, 
Lifts, as he smgs, his- hopes and thoughts on high ; 
The brooklet babbling as it onward flows. 
Brings to his spirit peace, his thoughts repose. 
How can he be alone, while nature smiles 
And every varied charm his heart beguiles ? 
How can he be alone, while thought remains, 
And sympathising love his heart sustains ? 
While Memory o'er his soul her charm can cast. 
With sweetest thoughts and visions of the past ? 
And who so much alone but he can throw 
Some ray of light upon this world below '? 
That cannot call some tender look his own. 
Some loving smile or glance, some gentle tone ; 
That hath no power a brother's woe to lighten, 
No trustful eye by fondest love to brighten ? 
Oh say not he's alone, whose heart overflows 
With love to man and pity for his woes ; 
Whose soul with holy faith is deep imbued, 
Who feels towards Gfod an endless gratitude. 
The shafts of worldly care may fall around, 
Unharm'd amid the strife he still is found ; 
Beneath the banner of his Lord he stands, 
Surrounded, though unseen, by angel bands ; 
Achieves a final triumph o'er his foes, 
And in his Father's mansion finds repose. 
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** m)sfct u Wtnbtn ? " 

Heaven, my child ! Oh, would that I 

Could tell its mystery to thee ; 
Could shew to thee that home on high. 

That thou might'st all its glories see ! 

Which yet no mortal eye hath seen, 

The land no human foot hath trod, 
Those palaces of purest sheen, 

Prepared for those who " walk with God." 

No mortal ear hath heard the song 
That floats in richest sti^ins of love 

And holy joy, from that bright throng 
Blest inmates of the home above. 

The heart of man can ne'er conceive 
The joys " Our Father" doth prepare 

For those who cry, " Lord, I believe," 
In faith, humility, and prayer. 

The light of heaven is brighter far. 

Dear child, than aught thine eye can see — 

Than that which gleams from moon or star. 
Or the sun's radiant majesty. 

For He who said, " Let there be light," 
And instant from His mighty hand 

The day-beam sprang in colours bright 
Upon the clouded, darkened land, 

Dwells there^ and from His beaming eye 

Glances of love and light descend 
On those who, humbly drawing nigh, 

Veil their glad faces as they bend 
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In grateful reverence and love 

Before the bright and glorious throne 

Of Him who summoned them above, 

And bless'd and chose them for His own. 

And this we know, that there will be 
No saddening grief, no bitter sorrow, 

No sighing o'er past misery. 

No dark forebodings of to-morrow — 

But one bright present day of joy. 
Unclouded by a moment's care : 

Oh ! may this happy lot, dear boy, 
Be yours and mine ere long to share ! 



9n xtRitinff tilt ^ottUf 

" OH ! TO DIB IN OUR YOUTH 18 A BLESSING." 

Colder Cainvpbell. 

Campbell, thy lay is sweet, but yet 

Not altogether right. 
And pity 'tis that error should 

Lay stain on page so bright. 

Happy the youthful voyager, 
Launched on the wave of life. 

So soon to gain the friendly shore. 
Ne'er wreck'd by storms nor strife. 

Happy with vict'ry to be crown'd 

Before the foe draws nigh. 
To quaff th' eternal cup of joy. 

Ere taught by grief to sigh. 

But happier and more honour'd he, 
Toss d on the heaving wave. 

Believing that the " Holy One " 
Is near his bark to save ; 
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Weath'riDg with patience all the storms 

Of life's tumultuous sea, 
Till that fair haven he has gain'd, 

Where he has long'd to be. 

Strong in the " armour of his God/' 
With " helmet, shield, and spear," 

To " stand " unflinchingly the while 
The treacherous foe draws near. 

To spend a long and useful life 

In acts of truth and love. 
Knowing, howe'er unkind men be, 

God is not so above. 

^Tis not that " Wisdom brings a curse," 

She hath her " pleasant ways ;*' 
Go, "seek her" where she may be found, 

Bask in her " peaceful " rays. 

God hath not made this world so bright, 

That we should be all gloom ; 
Oh ! did we view His works aright, 

Our pathway to the tomb 

Would be despoiled of half its thorns. 

And flowers would arise 
At every step, till we had gain'd 

The portal of the skies. 

That land of light no storms can reach, 

Invaded by no foes. 
Watered by living streams, and where 

Eternal blooms the rose. 

Where, in the sunlight of God's smile. 

The purified may dwell. 
Tuning their harps to strains of love 

That in their bosoms swell. 
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** ^ttg tlatit to mt, ^am* 



tt 



The other day as in the train I went, 

On business occupation all intent, 

And sad at heart, in want of spirit rest — 

For busy thoughts and cares had tilled my breast — 

And I was wearied with the ceaseless strife 

Which makes the daily discipline of life. 

Casting my eyes around me as T sat 

Where my companions held their pleasant chat, 

I tried from seltish thoughts to turn my mind, 

And find a friendly interest in my kind ; 

And soon was I rewarded. By my side 

Sat a young rector and his new made bride. 

Full of bright hopes were they, and much they said 

About the plans they'd for the future laid ; 

They talked of home — ah, happy youthful pair ! 

Long may it be your lot that home to share. 

I marked the satisfaction rising hi^h 

In the bride's dimpling cheek and beaming eye, 

As, turning to him with a gladdened brow. 

She said, " We've everything we wish for now." 

I mark'd the smile that pass'd around, and thought 

In ev'ry face what different feelings wrought ; 

Then slightly turned and gazed into her face, 

Eadiant with hope, and rich in youthful grace, 

And mentally exclaimed, " Ah, fair young bride, 

By thee the path of life is yet untried. 

Fain would I hope no cares might cloud thy brow, 

That future years might find thee glad as now. 

Yet this may never be — a chequered lot 

Shadows alike the palace and the cot : 

Oh, may the mutual love, which now so bright 

Gilds all the future with its radiant light. 

Still shine undimm'd when dark'ning clouds of care 

Cercast that future which now seems so fair. 
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May God's own blessing sanctify each hour, 

Each springing joy, and grant to thee the power 

The * Wise Man's saying in its strength to prove 

That the Almighty, in His boundless love, 

Can make thee trvly rich, nor will He add 

One sorrow that shall make thy pathway sad."* 

Now came we to our journey's end — the train 

Discharged its eager occupants ; again 

T heard the husband thus address his wife. 

As they prepared to naeet the rush and strife 

Outside the station door, " Keep close to me. 

Dear Rosie." For a little while I see 

Them passing to and fro amid the throng. 

And then I wend my homeward way among 

The busy crowd, unnoticed— all the way 

My thoughts do with that youthful couple stay, 

And his kind voice keeps thrilliog in my ear, 

" Keep close to me, close to me, Rosie dear." 

Yes, happy bride, 'tis now an easy task 

To do what loving lips so fondly ask : 

Oh, may it be thy pride thus close to cling 

When future years shall care and trouble bring ! 

Then keep thou close; when shadows shall arise 

To dim the beaming light of Love's fond eyes, 

Let no hard feelings rise within thy soul. 

No unkind thoughts thy better mind control ; 

Should care and trouble come, oh, do thou keep 

Close to thy husband's side, and charm to sleep 

The rankling sorrows that would break his zest, 

And lead him to the sonrce of peace and rest. 

"Keep close !" yes, hand to hand, and heart to heart. 

Through all life's changing scenes, till call'd to part ; 

Unittd in all aims — till, purified. 

Ye rest in heaven for ever side by aide. 

* Prov. X. 22. 
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ON THE OCCASION OF THE MARRIAGE OF THE 
PRINCE OF WALES. 

Oh, gracious Queen ! I kuow thou'lt not despise 

My unpretending, yet most heart-felt lay ; 
Since from a loyal heart the feelings rise 

Which prompt the words I dare to pen this day, 
And bid me tune my simple lyre in praise 

Of th' Royal Mistress ; loved in time of yore 
When free from cares of State, in youthful days, 

And ere the sceptre of these realms she bore, 
As a young maiden, modest and serene. 

Encircled by a mother's fondest care ; 
Yet dignified as England's future Queen, 

Who should the crown of Empires fitly wear. 
Victoria graced these walks — our honoured guest, 

Whose presence gladdeu'd ev'ry gazing eye ; 
And whose mild dignity inspired each breast 

With feelings of devoted loyalty. 
Full well the writer of these lines can tell 

The joy that fill'd her heart, that happy day, 
When, among other maidens, on her fell 

The honoured task to strew Victoria's way 
With summer flow rs — fair emblems of the pej^ce. 

And blessings to our land her reign has given — 
Blessings which England well may prize — nor cease 

To thank the bounty of indulgent Heav'n, 
Who to our isle has given a Queen so dear. 
Whose worth her loving subjects all revere. 

If then beloved, how much more honour'd now 
That time has taught us all her worth to prize ; 

How rev'renced now the calm and thoughtful brow. 
On which the impress of those virtues lies. 

That dignify all states, and grace the throne 

With purer, brighter glories than its own. 
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Those virtues which adorn the honoured wife, 
The loving mother, and the gracious friend, 

The rich perfection of that envied life, 

In which earth's purest ties unite and blend ; 

And now, still more eudear'd by sorrow's doVr, 

Thou hast, Victoria, a tenfold poVr ! 

Oh ! Queen of many hearts, whose love has kept 
A faithful record of thy joys and woes. 

Rejoiced in all that gave thee joy — and wept 
When keenest grief broke on thy soul's repose ; 

Think, Royal Mistress ! what thy power must be, 

Who thus can sway all hearts to sympathy. 

Power, acquired by virtuous acts alone. 
By sympathy with woes thou lov'dst to heal. 

By many deeds wherein thou too hast shewn 
Thou hast " the soul to dare, — the heart to feel." 

The breadth and length of England's land doth shew 

How pure and warm t' wards thee our love doth glow ! 

Yet even thou can'st never tell the whole 
Amount of sorrow which thy people felt. 

When liBy the loved companion of thy soul. 
Sunk 'neath the blow the dread Destroyer dealt. 

In all of England's homes for thee they wept. 

And sacred to thy grief the day was kept. 

Yes ! and thy subjects' hearts must mourn him still. 
For great and good men seldom are replaced ; 

The recollection of his worth shall fill 
Thy people's mem'ry ne'er to be effaced. 

To " keep that mem'ry green " will be their pride. 

While love of virtue in their souls abide ! 

And English matrons' hearts have throbbed for thee 
And shared the joy and pride thou must have known, 

The pure blest joy that glads maternity, 

And gilds alike the cottage and the throne — 

And many homes have echoed to the pray'r 

That Qcod would make thee His peculiar care. 
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And, now, oh, well-beloyed, Quicen ! tlw J»?i4« 

Our loyalty lias ever felt in thee 
Extendeth that warm £eeling far and wid^, 

T* encircle all who bear affinity 
To thee ; and thus our lo^e and hoinage claim,. 
Since we would honoujp all who bear tljiy imxi^' 

Tfajece'a not an English heart but longs, totioeet 
And weloomei, only as thy subjects can, 

Thy first-born son — with honest zeal to giseet 
The princely youths — and earnestly to sosn 

The features of his fair and manly face> 

Trusting therein his^ father's soul toitcacei. 

AJid not an eye but longs^ to gaze wi<^ pride 

On the Sweet Bose of Denmark V northern land — 

Our Albert Edward's fair and chosen brid(9, 

Who thus among thy loved-ones tak«»her stand. 

And being thine, to us she does become 

The guarded treasure of our Island home^ 

Oh, happy England ! blest all landft above. 

In the strong ties that bind thee to the Throne ; 

And happy Queen ! who sees her people's love 
So truly and unchangeably her own. 

To Him be praise, who biddeth discord cease, 

And on our land bestows the gift of peace ! 

Long may we dwell beneath thy fosfring care, 

Striving a Nation's duties to fulfil ; 
With humble confidence and trustful pray'r 

To Him, whose grace alone can bless us> still. 
Long may He grant thee to thy people's love\, 
And bless our land all other lands above ! 
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Thou, dearest mother ! whose young fragiie form 

Sinks ueath the woes that do our land oppress, 
E'en as the willow bends beneath the storm, 

More dear in this thy drooping tenderness, 
So early chosen in thy life's bright bloom 

To mourn o'er sorrows thou canst not relieve — 
(The sorrows of a land sunk deep in gloom,) 

The homage of my grateful heart receive. 
The world is great with all its jov and pain. 

And all its science, which man s mind doth fill, 
Its state, its commerce, its increasing gains ; 

But a dear mother's heart is greater still ! 
While hope's gay dream my ardent soul beguiles. 

And youth's warm brightness on my cheek doth rest, 
The world may woo me with deceitful smiles. 

And bid me deem myself supremely blest ; 
But when the bloom of youth has passed away. 

And care's dark shadows o'er my brow shall steal. 
Those smiles no longer shall deceitful play. 

Nor Hope her gay delusive dreams reveal — 
Yet thou, dear mother, wilt unchanged remain, 

Faithful and fond as in youth's brightest hour. 
True to the last 'mid care and with'ring pain, 

Though fortune frown and sorrow's tempest lour. 
Though by the world neglected and forgot, 

Or met by frowns where smiles were wont to play, 
A mother's priceless love still changes not. 

Though youth, and hope, and brightness pass away. 
I am your child, your loved and loving child. 

But of my love for thee I cannot teU, 
For 'tis not passion's dream, nor transport wild. 

That in my breast towards thee does warmly swell — 
Low at your feet, oh, let me kneel, and there 

Bepent the heavy sins which bow me down. 
Not fearing, when I breathe my soul's deep prayer. 

In thy mild face to meet th' accusing frown. 
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Near thee to linger, and to hear thy voice 

Breathe in mine ear it« tender tones of love, 
Is heaven to my soul, and I rejoice 

With rapture sweet as angels feel above, 
If I at last, upon thy gentle breast 

Might close mine eyes, how calmly might I die. 
Knowing thy judgment, mother, would not rest 

With one harsh thought upon my memory. 



I COULD not let the day pass by 

Without one kindly word. 
Nor could I hush the trembling chord 

Which memory has stirr'd 
With thoughts of bygone days, that shed 
Their lustrous rays around my head. 

For yet thou dwellest in the thought 

Of this unchanging heart ; 
Nor would I bid the memory 

Of those bright days depart. 
But still in faith and hope would pray 
These hours of gloom might pass away. 

And when the solitude of night 
To prayerful thoughts gives birth. 

Fain would I ask thy lot might be 
A happy one on earth. 

And that thy lips might never press 

The cup of grief and bitterness. 

But this can never be till thou 
From Pleasure's trance dost wake, 

And cast aside her glittering chain. 
And error's paths forsake ; 

This do, and then thy future hours 

Shall bear thee bright and thomless flowers. 
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Saj, what on earth can e'er atone, 

Or ever can repay, 
The heart's best feelings overthrown, 

Or gladness passed away — 
Or what can bless that earthly lot 
Where self-denial cometh not 1 

Within thy breast, implanted there 

By God's all-giacious hand, 
A conscience lives, possessing pow'r 

Thy actions to command ; 
Oh ! keep it bright and pure and still, 
Twill be thy guide 'mid every ill. 

Give Him thy heart Who gave thee all 

Thou richly dost possess. 
And He will guide thy steps aright 

Through earth's dark wilderness ; 
And when to dangei^'s paths thou'dst stray. 
His watchful love will keep thy way. 

Scorn not the Christian's holy life, 

For greater far is he 
Who rules aright his heart and mind. 

And keeps his spirit free. 
Than he who in his pow'r and might 
Can raze a city's proudest height. 

Seek those companions who will bear 

The test of time and change. 
That sorrow's clouds can never chill, 

Nor fortune's frowns estrange — 
Friends whose unsullied truth shall bless -, 
The darkest day of earth's distresa 

Weigh not thy spirit down with aught 

That bringeth care or shame, 
Press on to noble deeds, and win 

A bright, untarnish'd name. 
Choose ! for, remember, thou art free 
To make or mar thy destiny. 
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Thy gifted mind was never formed 

For sin's low servitude, 
Nor with bright hopes and energies 

And lofty thoughts imbued 
To seek the baubles of a day, 
And bend debased 'neath pleasure's sway. 

" Look not behind thee V* — ^All the plain 

Before thee lies to tread. 
Look not behind thee !— All thy pain 

Was borne by Him Who bled. 
Ask Him for light and strength to soar. 
And soon thou'Tt reach the sunlit Zoar. 

Rise in the scale of being — rise ! 

Nor lend a listening ear 
To Folly or Temptation's voice, 

Which hovers ever near ; 
And know, if trials intense be given, 
Thou shalt have nobler life in Heaven. 

Oh ! even here thy brow shall wear 
The impress of high thought. 

And all that meets thine eye shall be 
With richest pleasure fraught, 

And all shall reverence the mind 

By pure and noblb thoughts refined. 

Then shalt thou feel, when drawing near 

The confines of the tomb. 
That Death for thee has lost its sting. 

And the dark grave its gloom, 
And faith and hope shall lut on high 
Thy soul, and bring the far-off nigh. 

Yes, then sustained and soothed by love. 

By holy arms outspread. 
Thou shalt lie down to share the rest 

And quiet of the dead, 
And sleep in peace till mom shall rise 
And bear thee^to thy kindred skies: 
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Oh>, dearest mother ! do not weep that I must leave thy 

care 
And tender love, another's home and future life to share : 
Nor think that when I leave thee I shall e'er forgetful be 
Of all' the happy hours IVe spent in childhood here with 

thee. 
I know perchance I may not find his love unchanged 

through life 
Ab thine has been, and he may learn to slight his faithful 

wife : 
Yet these are not the thoughts which now within my 

bosom swell, 
But hopes of happy years to come I would not seek to 

quell. 
Thou know'st I have loved him long, that he has been to 

me 
The chosen playmate of my youth, so merry and so free ; 
That we together have grown up beneath thy watchful eye, 
And that he never gave thy child one cause for tear or 

sigh : 
That to his widow'd mother he h«as been a joy and pride, 
A helper and a comforter, e'er since her husband died : 
And that the honest, honour'd name his father ever bore, 
His manliness and truth have made more honoured thaii 

before. 
Oh ! when I think of this, I do not fear to quit thy side. 
But fondly do I turn to him a happy, trusting bride. 
I've sworn to "love and honour" him, to smooth his path 

of life. 
In wealth or poverty to be a t.ender, constant wife ; 
To lighten by a watchful love his hours of worldly care. 
To make his home a place of rest, his joys and griefs to 

share ; 
And he has vow'd to cherish too the fond heart he has won, 
With ever-careful tenderness, as, mother, thou hsMst done ; 
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To be the never changing friend, upon whose truth I may 
Lean with unbounded confidence when youth has pass'd 

away. 
That hand in hand he will with me descend the vale of life. 
With love sts fond as that which now blesses his youthful 

wife. 
These, dearest mother, are the hopes which gladden this 

young heart, 
And cheer me even now as from my home and thee I part. 
See, he is coming, dearest mother, strive this grief to 

quell — 
Embrace and bless me once again — another kiss, farewell ! 



Nay ! tell me not that silks and satins fine, 
And jewels bright and rare shall all be mine. 
Nor deem me weak enough to think that they 
The loss of true affection can repay. 
I'd rather share my Robin's weekly toil. 
If blest by his approving voice and smile. 
And be his honest helpmate and his pride. 
Than dwell in splendour as a rich man's bride. 
The world's cold pomp, and empty glare and noise. 
Could ill supply to me my cottage joys ; 
Nor dress of rich brocade, nor couch of down, 
Eival my simple fare and russet gown. 
Gay crowded halls can have no charm for me, 
While I can wander through the meadows free ; 
Or with my faithful Robin by my side, 
Boam in yon vale, and watch the streamlet glide. 
Wealth cannot buy the feelings of our youth, 
Nor flattery supply the place of truth ; 
Then leave me, for I've said enough to prove 
Ambition cannot win my heart's true love. 
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Fair Spring is coming ! I have seen her blue 
And laughing eye peep from yon silvery cloud, 

And marked her fairy fingers in the few 
Pale flowers that 'neath March winds have meekly bow'd. 

And I have felt her soft breath on my cheek 
When I have wandered where the violets lie, 

Have shared her balmy kiss, and heard her speak 
In tones of gay and melting melody. 

Oh ! how I love her ! like some gentle friend 
Whose purity and kindness make her fair. 

O'er earth with loving glance she seems to bend, 
Winning each heart from life's dull dream of care. 

Who can be wholly sad when Spring thus smiles, 
When skies are fair, and flow'rets deck the ground, 

And the green forest path our step beguiles, 
And bird-like notes of gladness float around ? 

Ah ! who so lost to beauty and to love, 

So sunk in selfishness or worldly care. 
But now could lift his heart and thoughts above. 

And feel his bosom glow with thankful prayer ? 

Be not cast down, ye weary sons of earth. 

Rise from your trance of woe and look abroad ; 

See how the fair and beauteous spring to birth. 
Called into being by the voice of God. 

Lift up your tear-bedimm'd and downcast eyes 
To the blue sky above, so pure and bright. 

And o'er thy soul shall Faith and Hope arise, 
And gild its pathway with undying light. 
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We need stem Winter's dark and gloomy reign 
To make us prize the smile of early Spring ; 

We need our woes, our spirits* better pain, 
That to this life we may not learn to cling — 

That we from this dark, sinful world may rise 

To where Spring blooms in God's own paradise. 



ADDRICSSED TO A VALUED FRIEND. 

I PENNED a simple lay when thou wert wed. 
Wishing, with other friends, long years of joy. 

Years clouded not by worldly care nor dread. 
But bright with pleasure that might never cloy. 

That wish has been fulfilled, dear friend, for thou 
Hast founts of joy the world can not control ; 

And though, perchance, some clouds have crosa'd thy brow, 
Home, with its thousand charms, has cheer'd thy soul. 

Home, where fell Discord cannot boast a name. 

Bright with Love's confidence and Childhood's smile, 

A tranquil hearth fed by Affection's flame, 
And gifts of mind that sordid cares beguile. 

I cannot wish thee but continuance 

Of those sweet joys which have made glad thy life, 
That thou may'st still thy husband's bliss enchance, 

And be, as now thou art, his cherished wife. 
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Where are they gone ? those hours of merry childhood, 
When with light step, and young heart void of care, 

Free as the wind, I wander'd through the wild wood, 
Finding bright joys and sunshine ever3rwhere — 

Where are they gone ? 

Where are the hopes I then so fondly cherished. 
Where are the friends I then deemed all my own ] 

Can it be true that those fond hopes have perished. 
And the gay friends of youth for ever flown 1 — 

Where are they gone ] 

Sigh not, sad heart, but cease thy vain repining, 

Rise from thy grief thy duties to fulfil ; 
Behind Life's present clouds the sun is shining. 

Courage and faith can conquer every ill, — 

Where are Mey gone 1 

Yield not to grief when storms of life assail thee 

Trust in thy God, for He is ever nigh; 
Lean upon Him, and then though all things fail thee. 

No longer shall thy voice despairing cry — 

Where are they gone 1 



I CANNOT meet thee, 

I may not greet thee 
As many others can and often do. 

And yet thou knowest 'mid thy many friends. 
No one can boast a heart more fond and true. 



48 SE£TCHX8 OF OUR VILLAOS, 

My heart's warm glowing 

Is like the flowing 
Of yon bright river, silent, but how deep ! 

Unlike the noisy ever-babbling brook, 
Which an incessant idle tale does keep. 

Thou canst not prove me 

How much I love thee, 
While pleasure's sun doth gild thy onward path ; 

And so I pray that it may ever be — 
I would not see thee bow 'neath Sorrow's wrath. 

But should thy gladness 

Be quenched in sadness. 
And treachery and slight be thine to prove. 

Then shalt thou find how deep within my heart 
I've kept for thee this treasury of love. 



8)0 ^Kun^ on j^-er firtj^irajj* 

Dear Fan, thy twentieth year has pass'd away. 
While scarce a cloud has dimm'd the golden sky 

Of infancy and girlhood, scarce a day 

But Joy has strewn her flowers to meet thine eye. 

And thine has been a mother's anxious love 
And tender guardianship and watchful care : 

Ah say, what love in after years can prove 
So pure and true as we in youth did share ! 

The world to thee is yet untried, and thou. 

Like all young hearts, art full of hope and joy ; 

Oh may thy future be as bright as now. 
And thine the pleasures which can never cloy. 

I do not pray that thine may be a life 

Unshadow'd by the clouds of grief and care ; 

For all must know some pangs of worldly strife. 
And all mankind of sorrow's cup must share. 
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Tis well it is so, that our eyes may see • 

Earth's vaDities, and our dull hearts discern 

The paths of peace and pleasantness, that we 
To purer and abiding joys may turn. 

Trust not the world, it acts a treacherous part, 

And lures us on its pleasures to explore, 
Till disappointment comes, and our sad heart 

Learns that the joys of youth are ours no more. 

These thoughts, I own, are somewhat sad to breathe 

Upon this long-anticipated day. 
When other friends their festive garlands wreathe, 

And all that meets thine eye is bright and gay. 

But I have known that grief may reach the heart 

E'en when youth's summer sky shines bright and clear, 

That it may come and bid our smiles depart. 
And rob us of the joys we hold most dear. 

It may be so with thee, though earnestly 
I pray thou may'st escape such bitter woe ; 

That home's dear comforts may be spared to thee. 
And all the joys that from affection flow. 

I pray thy earthly lot, dear girl, may be 

Crown'd with contentment calm, and peace and health ; 
The love of friends, whose tried sincerity 

In weal or woe shall be thy choicest wealth. 

That down life's current thou may'st glide in peace, 
Beneath the smile of God's approving eye ; 

And when at last He shall thy soul release, 
In joyful hope thou may'st serenely die. 

Then mounting on ethereal wings may'st soar 
To that blest land where dwell the purified — 

Where sin and grief and death invade no more, 
But peace and joy unfadingly abide. 
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SicoS not at ^cintY% ittQ^t ^uum%. 

Scoff not at youth's bright dreams, oh worldly heart I 
There was a time when thou wert young atid free 

From those absording thoughts which form the sum 
Of every -day existence unto thee. 

Say ! have there not been times when thou ^ould'st give 
Thy paltry gold for one of those bright hours 

When, spirit-glad, and with unclouded brow, 
Thou didst recline amid the woodland flowers ; 

Or hand in hand with some companion dear 
O'er hill and valley wandered wild and free, 

Telling of all thy hopes, thy Spirit's joy. 
To her who listened in sweet sym|)athy 1 

Dost thou not turn sometimes, in lonely hours. 
Back to the scene43 of childhood's sunny clime, 

Or muse with sadden'd heart and tear-dimm'd eyes 
Upon the hopes which cheer'd thy boyhood's prime 1 

Then wert thou richer far, for what is gold 
To the bright joy that tills the heart of youtt, 

The gushing hopes, the aspirations high, 
And the yet untried confidence in truth ! 

Yes ! thou wert rich, for life's gay spring-time showered 
Its golden honours round thee — power divine 

Thou didst possess o'er one true human heart, 

Whose trust, and homage, and sole love were thine. 

Alas ! how dim the tine gold has become. 
Since thou didst leave her for a baser joy; 

Hast thou not learnt, oh wc^rldly heart, since then 
How pure youth's wealth is, to the world's alloy ? 
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I'm sad to-night, and fain would be aloue, 

To muse o'er buried joys and pleasures flown— 

O'er friends grown cola, whose smiles are mine no more, 

And hopeEl that made so bright the days of yore. 

Yes ! there are times when the lone heaft doth long 

For solitude, when memories round it throng, 

And sorrow's gloomy shadow doth o'ercast 

Alike the present, future, and the past. 

When songs of mirth and laughters note of glee, 

Strike on the wounded sense most painfully, 

And looks and words that tell of other's gladness, 

Wake in the soul no feeling but of sadness. 

How oft my heart with anguish has been wrung 

By words of fondness from a mother's tongue, 

And I have thought of her who ever smil'd. 

And blest with fondest love her wayward child. 

Oh ! sad the heart that in the wide world thrown, 

Can call no little spot on earth its own. 

To which, though far the wand'rer may roam, 

He yet may turn at last, and call it Home. 

Home ! charm'd circle, in whose boundary lies 

All that the heart doth most sincerely prize — 

Love— that 'mid every change still proves the same, 

And guards our actions from a shade of blame. 

When our worn hearts are full of worldly care, 

Soothes every pang and strives each grief to share — 

Smiles at our joys — rejoices in our love. 

Yet feareth not our folly to reprove. 

And when the dying pangs our brows o'ercast, 

Bends o'er our weary couch, e'en to the last ; 

Whispers of hope, receives our latest breath, 

And smooths our passage through the vale of death. 



e2 
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Sweet hour of eve ! thy quiet presence brings 
A welcome respite from the cares of day, 

Bidding me leave awhile all worldly things 
And cast each anxious troubled thou£:ht away. 

And from the. city's hum. and folly's noise, 

Here to partake of contemplation's joys. 

Amid the silent and sequestered woods 
To find refreshment stealing o'er the soul, 

While Nature's calmness o'er each feeling broods, 
And binds them all unto her sweet control. 

While the light whispering leaves and rippling streams 

Make music soft as murmurs heard in dreams. 

Here in this cool secluded spot I'll sit, 

And note the thousand bright and beauteous things 
That glad this solitude ; the birds that flit 

From bough to bough with never weary wings, 
Answering each other's voice in notes of glee. 
And broken snatches of wild melody. 

How busy too the insect world ! for see 

Th' unwearied spider spreading out her snares, 

Fast hieing to her cell the loaded bee 
To lay up treasure for the winter's cares, 

While in gay mazy dance o'er yon bright stream 

Gnats hold their revels in the sun's warm beam. 

How soft and soothing every sound steals by, 
The lowing of the herd, the tinkling bell 

Of distant flock, the zephyr's whisp'iiug sigh. 
Which to each little flower some tale doth tell. 

While they, like modest maidens sweetly coy. 

Bend down their heads to hide their blushing joy. 
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The sun is siuking fast, its golden light 
Streams from behind the purple clouds that lie 

Cloud upon cloud, in colours richly dight, 
Contrasting with the azure of the sky ; 

Nature reposing lies, all hushed and calm, 

And the mild dews of evening drop like balm. 



They tell me, Mother, that dear Father's dead. 
What does it mean ? Why do you droop your head ] 
When will he come 1 he's gone a long, long while — 
1 wish that he was here, to make you smile. 

Why have you put my pretty dress aside 1 
Why is my hat with this dark ribbon tied ] 
Why, dearest Mother, won't you come and play ? 
You used to sing to me and be so gay ! 

That ugly cap you never used to wear, 
Why do you hide your long black shining hair ? 
Oh let it fall in curls upon your cheek — 
Mother, my dearest Mother ! will you speak ? 

Have I been naughty, that you turn away. 
And look so very sad, and nothing say ? 
Oh ! take me in your arms, my Mother dear, 
And I will kiss away that trickling tear. 

If you'll but smile, and take me on your knee, 
Indeed 111 try so very mild to be. 
That when dear Father comes, you'll have to say 
I've been so good since he has been away. 
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Sat ! hast thou nothing leam'd 
From sounds so richly'pealing, 

An o'er thy ra{>tured ear 

Their melodies came stealing ? 

With deep astonishment 

Didst thou not stand and gaze, 

That man from those rough st^^es 
Such harmonies could ra^ ? 

As o'er mine ear they stole, 

They brought this pleasant thought — 
Nought is so mean and low, 

Butjwith some good 48 fraught 

Tbe lowliest common flower 
That decks the wa>yside jso^, 

Bears on its coronal 

The impress of a God. 

The woodland primroses, 

Those star-flowers of the Spring, 

What joy to wintry earth 

Their simple blossoms bring ! 

How grateful to the eye 

The waving dewy grass^ 
O'er which the zephyrs oreathe 

Their fragrance as they pass. 

Around the oak^s rough stem 
The verdant lichen grows. 

And o'er its ruggedness 

A «ofleT >beauty tbr(yw«, 
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All teaching us the tale 

That though of little worth, 
£ach adds its portioned share 

Of beauty unto earth. 

The unseen wind that steals 

Amid the forest trees, 
Wakes from its whispering boughs 

A thousand haimonies ; 

And in each human heart, 

Though hidden from the eye. 
Lie chords of gentleness. 

Of might, of melody — 

Dormant, until some hand 

Shall touch those strings aright. 

And bid their harmonies 

Spring forth to life and light. 

Despise not then one heart, 

Though cold th' exterior be- 
There lingers in its depths 

Borne chord of sympathy, 

That waits a skilful touch, 

A kind or tender word, 
S^fqre its ^herish'd tones 

By stranger hands be stirr'd. 



(6n untfing il}t ^inti, 

" ALL .THA.t's BmaHT JCUST FADE." 

Oh, never say that all things bright must fade — 
To me it seems that Beauty never di^s ; 

The cold dark shadows that the world has made. 
Alone can hide it from our longing eyes. 
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A thousand lovely shapes does Beauty wear, 
And builds her shrine in every loving heart ; 

Youth, manhood, age, alike her influence share, 
Base worldliness alone can claim no part. 

Thrice happy he whom Beauty's pow'r refines 
Blending with all his aspirations high. 

Around whose path its light of truth e*er shines, 
Upon whose ear is poured its melody ; 

Who 'mid the dusty trodden ways of life, 

And all its necessary toil and care. 
Can turn within^ and find his spirit rife 

With impulse holy, and affection fair. 

To such a one the poet holds no mean. 
Inglorious place among the sons of men ; 

For he, like him, can view each varied scene. 
And beauties find veiled from all worldly ken. 

The solemn woods cathedrals are to him, 

Their green aisles sounding with the songs of praise, 

Sweet aa from choir of heavenly cherubim, 
While the attendant priests the flowers upraise 

Their chalices of incense, lowly bent 

Beneath each passing breeze as if in pray'r. 

The golden sunbeams with their rich robes blent, 
Filling the sacred spot with beauty rare. 

To him all nature is an open book. 

Divinely penn'd and limn'd with magic skill. 

Whereon with raptur'd vision he may look. 
And his poetic mind with beauty fill. 

To him who worships her, fair Beauty sings 
In strains that never meet the worldly ear, 

And round her votary she fondly flings 
The glowing graces to his mind most dear. 
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For ever earnest in the fearch for good, 
Beauty shall meet him in a thousand ways, 

Shall lead him on to virtue's purest mood, 
And fill his heart with love ; his lips with praise ; 

Shall guide him to the fount from whence she draws 
Her light of life — her power to cheer and bless, 

That fountain. He, the glorious " great first cause " 
Of good, of truth, of light, and loveliness. 



Once again, thou glorious ocean, 

Do I gaze upon thy face, 
And with feelings of emotion 

Days of " Auld Lang Syne " retrace. 

Happy days, when childhood numbered 
Not one hour of pain or care ; 

When all thoughts of sorrow slumbered, 
Dreaming of a morrow fair. 

Happy days, when thou, dear mother. 

Guarded me from every ill ; 
Never have I found another 

Who thy vacant place could fill. 

Dearest mother, since thou left me, 
Sorrow I have had to bear — 

Worldly cares, that have bereft me 
Of the hopes that seemed so fair. 

But though womanhood has brought me 
Many hours of saddened thought, 

Yet the lessons life has taught me 
With a mingled good were fraught ; 
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Lessons that fair Virtue teaches, 
Best are learned in that stem school 

Adverse fortune owns, where preaches 
Wisdom many a golden rule. 

Therefore, mother, though I sorrow, 
Tis not with repining heart. 

From hope and mem'ry still I borrow 
Cheering thou^ts when joys depart. 

Though I wander here, and weeping, 
By-gone days with these compare, 

Gladly do T know thou'rt sleeping 
Far from all earth's troubled care. 

Qriefs within our bosoms swelling 
Cannot reach the sinless clime, 

Where, dear mother, thou art dwelling, 
Far beyond the strife of time. 



Oh ! sweet and placid moon, thou image /air 
Of mild Jntegritv and conscious innocence. 
How gently 'and serenely dost thou pass 
Amid the dark and envious clouds tmi.t seek 
To blot ana cover o'er thy ra^ifint beams — 
But all in 7ain, they do but add ten-fold 
To thy calm beauty glidiAg meekly on — 
They catch the fair reflection of thy smile, 
T,h^n leay(B t^hee in unsullied purity. 



I 4 > t » • t > 
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^« giijbitaliott to tit ^mntiTd^ 

Come, my old plodding friend, it is a pity 
To cloud so many of life's precious hours 

By drudging w the crowded dusty city ; 
Come, dwell awhile ^jwid our leaves and flpw'i;^. 

Our orchard holds its tempting fruit for thee, 
Its r^ ripe cluster hang from every boi^ ; 

And in the woodland's gveten ^recess I ^ee 
The nuts are rip'ning. Come, my fyi^<jl; come ^PF. 

Leave, for a while, thy ponderous tomes of law. 

And all thy city life, so f uU of care ; 
Escape from {iO^don's hu^e voracious maw^ 

And come w^re aU is bright, and fresjii,.^4 f^. 

For nature now is in her fullest bloom. 
And waits for thee, in sweet and blushing pride ; 

Leave, then, the city's dull and misty gloom. 
And once more rove, with me, the green hill-side. 

Our harvest time is ended ; but although 
[Thou canst not watcji th' ingathering of the crops, 

I promise thee a. treat ; for thou aha^t ^o 
And see our Sussex maids amid the hops. 

And we will ^id tfeeiii in their toil (the while 
Noting with artist eye the scene so fair) ; 

Eai^ig as our reward the pleaaant smile. 

And kind request their noontide meal to share. 

Tis truly England's fairest svlvan scene — 
'Those busy people 'neaUi the 43unn v ray 

€flaii€k>g upo^ them through 4he allevB i^een. 
Where lights and shadows fitfully do play. 
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Then to my fav'rite haunt w^li onward pass, 

Where the low mossy bridge does span the stream, 

Leading to the abode of that sweet lass 

Who first inspired my heart with " Love's young dream." 

No message of our advent will we send — 

I love to take the lassie by surprise ; 
Whilst thou, my dear old sober-sided friend, 

Shalt read thy welcome in her sweet blue eyes. 

There will we rest ourselves, 'till " eve's briirht moon " 

Is sUvering the path for olir return, 
Making it even fairer than at noon. 

While nought is heard save the low rippling " bum." 

IVe said enough — come, cast aside thy books, 
And take a ticket for the first " down " train. 

And learn what wisdom dwells in Nature's looks 
To glad the heart and purify the brain. 



S0 s Haun^ ^uii^ an \tx tstffsximt iai |^i88jm0ni. 

You are going far away — far away from Tunbridge Wells, 
To that far-famed German watering place, with other beaux 

and belles ; 
And my heart is throbbing sore with a very bitter pain. 
Because of all the weary time before you'll come again. 

When you wear that blue silk dress, you'll be looking so 

divine. 
That raanv gentlemen will wish to say " Dear Love, be 

mine ' ; 
But you surely will not heed them, for whatever should I do 
If you listen to their flattering tales, and forget the one so 

true? 
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How I wish I could be with you when you make an 

expedition, 
With many other folks to see the Paris Exhibition ; 
Many things you'll then behold both lovely, rich and rare, 
But my dearest one I know will be the " fairest of the fair/' 

All worldly wealth and beauty wjll be spread before your 

eyes, 
And the vastness of earth's treasures will fill you with 

surpiise ; 
But I deem that when you turn from these, and Switzerland 

youVe trod, 
They'll fade to insignificance before the works of God. 

May He be with you and unfold His wonders to your gaze, 
And fill your gay and youthful heart with gratitude and 

praise ; 
Thrice happy, dear one, will you be, if while these scenes 

you tread, 
The wonders of His hand should lead you to the Fountain 

Head. 

Then in the brightness of His love, which He sheds all 

around, 
Unscathed you'll pass through every scene of that enchanted 

ground ; 
Where Fashion and her sister FoUy hold their glittering 

court. 
While in their false and dazzling glare their vot'ries blindly 

sport. 

I began my letter, dearest, in a light and jesting vein, 
But I cannot now go back to its lighter tone again ; 
Though I do not wish to rob you of aught of youthful 

gladness, 
I cannot say " Good bye" to you without a touch of sadness. 
God keep you safe in all your ways, and free from care and 

pain, 
And fill your heart with happiness until we meet again. 



0i2 Sketch BS ot ovti yillaoi^, 

Giod's blessing rest upon the happy bride 

Who goes to bless a husband's home with lovd ; 

(A gentle help-mate ever at his side, 
In weal or woe all other friends above.) 

To strive with watchful care each hour to briffhten 
With true aflfection, knowing naught of guile, 

In darker hours with patient love to lighten 
The weight of care, and win the grateful smile. 

To be the faithful counsellor and f rielid, 

In whose unswerving truth he may confide ; 

The couch of pain in sickness* hours to tend, 
And on the heavenward path to be the guide. 

Thus hand in hand to tread the vale of life, 
'Mid storm and sunshine ever fond and true : 

Onward and upward through earth's weary strife, 
Keeping through all the Heavenly goal in view. 



Many happy returns of the day, 
Do I wish thee on thy way ; 
Many days of tranquil peace. 
That with only life shall cease. 
Fraught with earth's most valued joys, 
And with that which ne'er alloys ; 
]Many days of calm delight. 
Gilded by fair Friendship's light. 
Many days of busy duties, 
Glad'ning home with varied beauties ; 
Many days when heart and mind. 
Dear companionship shall find. 
And, since all the Cross must bear. 
And thou wilt have days of care ; 
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I would also wish tor t1i66, 
Dajys of peaceful piety. 
"When though all else clouded be, 
Thou those rays of light shalt see, 
Beaming forth to guide and bless, 
From the Sun of Righteousness. 
Days it shall be thine to know 
What it is to feel the glow ; 
Of thoHC pleasures which alone 
Comfort give when earth has grown 
Cold and dark, — and clouds arise 
To hid our treasures from our eyes. 
And Yfhen all earth's sori-ows ceratse, 
Days of Heavenly endless peace. 



8)0 Ji^arg ft. xrn j^fr ^artiagf. 

Well do I remember, Mary, 

The happy time that gave thee birth, 
When a little infant fairy, 

Come to gladden home and hearth. 

Often have I seen thy mother. 
Bending o'er thy sleeping form ; 

Longing thy fair cheek to smother, 
With her kisses glad and warm. 

Then was I a happy maiden, 
Joyous as the summer morn ; 

Worldly cares had never laden, 

My young heart when thou wert born. 

Even now my tears are falling. 
As I trace my girl-hood's days. 

Fondly that glad time recalling. 
Brightened by Hope's brilliant rays. 
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Year by year, time onward flowing, 

Brought thee to thy maiden prime ; 
Brought thee, with thy fair cheek glowing, 

To Love's bright enchanting clime. 

Then when Hope shone bright above thee, 

And joy gladdened thy young breast ; 
She who did so fondly love thee, 

Passed from earth unto her rest. 

Passed from earth, a blessing leaving. 

On the dear ones round her bed ; 
Passed from earth and all its grieving, 

While they mourned for her as dead 

And now, methinks, her prayers ascending 

To Him, the Holy, Undefiled, 
With her husband's still are blending, 

For their dear and first-bom child. 

Ah, dear Mary, may all gladness 

Rest upon thee from above ; ^ 

Freeing thy own home from sadness. 

Making it a home of love. 



®xr m^ ^ittle ^unglgtn on \n %mi\ iirlfrir»a:» 

As my dear little daughter is so far away, 
I must write to wish '* Happy returns of the day;" 
She is now half-a-woman, aud must learn to be wise, 
And make the best use of h^r ears, hands, and eyes. 
I hope she will strive to keep tidy and neat, 
From the crown of her head to the soles of her feet; 
That all who behold her may quite plainly see, 
What a good little girl she is trying to be. 
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May she seek for God's blessing on each coming day, 
Whose help can alone keep her in the right way ; 
May He to my darling iu meroy impart 
A heavenly spirit, a meek lowly heart. 
May He be the guide of her childhood and youth, 
And fill her young mind with the love of His truth ; 
That when I grow ag^d my daughter may be 
The best of all blessings and comforts to me. 
And not to me only — may poor Papa find 
In his dear little daughter a friend ever kind. 
And may we each live that when this life is pass'd, 
We may meet in a bright home in heaven at last. 



Ah ! happy, hopes of coming days, 

When years should find me " old and grey," 
That she I fondly loved would be 

An ever present help and stay. 

Whose smiles would brighten every day. 
And tender love would give me rest ; 

For she is called from earth away, 
To join the company of the blest. 

A dreary void is in the home 

Her presence ever rendered bright ; 

There never more shall Hartie come, 
A. lovely " vision of delight." 

That voice is hushed whose tender tone 
Breathed forth a world of love for me ; 

Those eyes are closed in which alone 
Shone forth a soiU of purity. 
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I cannot, dare not, mourn that God 
Has called my darling unto Him, 

But strive to humbly kiss the rod. 
E'en while mine eyes with tears are dim, 

For now she dwells where Love and Peace 
Give to her new-born life its zest ; 

Where troublings of the wicked cease. 
And where the weary are at rest. 



Heart-free as yet, T let mv fancy rove. 

And picture thus the maid i fain would love, — 

A gracious presence like sweet summer air. 

Stealing upon the soul all unaware ; 

A tall and slender form of reed- 1 ike grace, 

And lights and shadows passing o'er the face 

With ev'ry changing thought — a clear grey eye, 

In whose calm depths the soul of truth doth lie 

At times as placid as eve's silv'ry moon ; 

At others sparkling as a summer's noon, 

Or softly melting as the tear-drops flow 

In tender sympath}' for others' woe. 

A cheek of wild-rose bloom, whose pearly hue 

Owes naught to art, but all to nature true ; 

And where I may be privileged to see 

The rosy bhish that springs alone for me. 

A small sweet mouth, whose closed lips seem to tell 

A mild decision loveth there to dwell. 

But breaking into smiles in hours of glee 

When wit and humour set the spirit free. 

No barbarous words of " slang " those lips defile. 

Nor specious flatteries teach them to beguile ; 

No harsh detraction of another's worth 

From those pure portals ever issues forth, 
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But soft, and sweet, and low their accents fall, 
Holding the listener in delightful thrall. 
Such lips, so pure and true, 'twere surely bliss 
To seal them mine with love's fond holy kiss ; — 
Somewhere, within this world — Oh ! may there be 
A maiden fair like this reserved for me. 



9nt ^niti ^aut. 

Oh, leave me now — ^the cares of day 
Have wearied both my heart and mind ; 

Give me one hour to steal away. 
And in repose a respite find. 

One quiet hour ! The boon how great 
To those whose lives are like my own, 

Who feel the need of peace and rest ; 
Oh ! let me be one hour alone. 

One quiet hour — and T may gain 
The calmness that is wanting now ; 

May lose the weary care and pain 
That sads my heart, and clouds my brow. 

The heart whose early days have fled 
Will sometimes sink beneath its care ; 

And solitude alone can shed 
A calm o'er thoughts that none may share. 

Peace may her gentle reign resume. 
And hush my troubled thoughts to rest. 

And Hope's glad light again illume 
The darken'd chambers of my breast. 

One quiet hour to give to thought, 

To recollection and to pray'r ; 
And life, with many troubles fraught, 

Will thus be easier to bear. 

fS 
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Wxiiim in (SiixBsffa'b 

TO A FRIEND ENCLOSING A PHOTOGRAPH. 

Accept, dear Carrie, on this happy day. 

The little gift I offer unto thee ; 
When gazing on it let the portrait say 

" In weal or woe, sometimes remember me.** 

Remember when a young and thoughtless child, 
With gentle hand you drew me to your side ; 

Aided my efforts, checked my temper wild, 

And curbed, with loving words, my spirit's pride. 

Bemember all my faults, but let it be 

The memVy of the friend who loves me still ; 

Blending that memory with a prayer for me. 
That I may choose the good, and shun the ill. 

And should it be our lot to part, — oh, gaze 
Upon my portrait with a loving eye ; 

And let the memory of by-gone days 
Still link me to you with unsever'd tie. 

Think that with all her faults your Mary's heart 
Beats with a feeling fond and true for thee ; 

And when in error let this plead my part, 
Aud lead thee still to love and pardon me. 

Perchance, the orphan girl in future hours, 
Taught in Life's school the lessons of the wise. 

May help to strew thy path with thornless flow'rs, 
Or with fond love to dry thy weeping eyes. 

Accept it then with many fervent pray'rs. 
For present comfort, and for future joy ; 

God's love to cheer thee 'mid earth's darkest cares, 
Aud when Life closes bliss without alloy. 
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^ ^ttnonsitxnviUf 

ADDRESSED TO A MATTER-OF-FACT FRIEND. 

Nat, gentle friend, say not thou dost not care 

What varied meanings the sweet flow'rs may bear ; 

Poets of ev'ry clime their praise have sung, 

And round their beauteous forms fair fancies flung. 

Friends of our joy, and soothers of our gloom, 

They grace the Bridal, and bestrew the Tomb. 

Like all God's choicest gifts, as free as air. 

The flow'rs — those stars of earth—are everywhere. 

But best of all T love to greet their smile 

Where shady woodland paths our steps beguile ; 

Decking the hedge, or springing 'neath our feet 

At ev*ry step their graceful forms we meet. 

I could not tell oue-half the pleasing themes. 

The joyous fancies, and poetic dreams, 

Have been suggested by the few short hours 

I've spent alone amid the wild wood flowers. 

Though childhood's hours have pass'd away — and now 

The clouds of care have darken^ heart and brow, 

And I have learnt, amid Earth's weary strife. 

The " stern realities " of daily life, 

And witness'd, year by year, the love men hold 

Towards their meanly- worshipp'd idol, Grold, 

Have tasted of Earth's pleasures, and now find 

Not one of these but leaves a sting behind, 

Upon its " broken reeds " have placed my trust, 

And laid my lov'd ones in their kindred dust. 

And learnt to read, with f reshly-open'd eyes, 

The hypocrite's detestable disguise. 

Still do I love, dear friend, in pensive hours, 

To turn from thorns like these to Earth's fair flow'rs ; 

Making them emblems of each pure bright thing 

Which o'er our world its radiance doth Sing, 

Earth nmy be dark, with sin and sorrow's hours : 

Thank God ! we've friendship, sunshine, and the flow'rs. 
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A VERY WET DAT. 

Thou dost not need the sunlight 
To rest upon thy brow, 

For the eyes of all thou lovest 
Are gazing on thee now. 

And the smile of true affection 
Can gild thy cloudiest sky, 

And may well the slight defection 
Of Apollo's rays supply. 

And more than this — the blessing 
Of our Heavenly Father's love 

Is now outpoured upon thee 
From His gracious throne above. 

To sanctify the present. 
To hallow all the past, 

And to gild th^ future home 
With a sunlight that shall cast 

A radiance around thee — 
Whatever thou'rt called to share, 

And all thy life surround thee 
With a Saviour's loving care. 



9n Igmmg i\it chiming of S^f/tlii'iinxsii €fivLXc)i gjtlls. 

Sweet bells, which through the quiet evening air 
Pour your soft sounds upon my listening ear, 

Chasing at this still hour each dream of care. 
And blending with the thought of aU things dear ; 
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Like to some angel voice ye seem to me, 
Bearing me tidings of the loved and dead, 

Who, wrapt in calm repose, sleep peacefully 
'Neath the dark shadows of their dreamless bed. 

Ye seem to tell me of their quiet rest. 

Where soft and pale the placid moonbeams lie 

Upon the verdant turf that clothes their breast, 
While evening zephyrs, whispering, steal by. 

Cease not, ye chiming bells, oh cease not yet, 
For now sweet fairy visions round me move. 

And tones my throbbing heart can ne'er forget 
Are breathing in mine ear fond words of love. 

Again thy cheek, dear mother, do I press. 

Again I hear thy voice's gentle tone, 
A^in I feel thy fond and dear caress ; 

Tis but a passing dream — I am alone. 

I know 'tis said I cannot be alone 

In God's bright universe of light and love. 

Where round my path at every step is thrown 
Some speaking token of that Power above, 

Whose love in all created things we trace. 
Whose voice is heard in every passing breeze, 

Whose hand doth give to every flower its grace. 
And clothes with majesty the forest trees : 

Who holds the mighty ocean in His hand, 
And curbs its restless billows as they rise. 

And spreads in beauty over every land 
The spangled azure of the arching skies. 

I know that He has placed us here to be 
Lights in each other's path, some heart to cheer. 

And no one yet so lonely but can see 
Something on earth to love and hold as dear. 



72 6KSTCBES OF OUR VlLLAOl, 

All this I know is true, and fain would be 
A humble follower of Him who died, 

To show to all a ready sympathy, 
And meekly bear when harsh and proud ones chide. 

I know IVe treasures for my heart to prize, 

While friendship's smiles and sympathy are mine ; 

But still this wayward spirit often sighs 

For those dear ties which make earth half divine ; 

Sighs for that love whose radiance ne'er declines, 
Though all things else should " fade and fall away," 

But 'mid each darkening cloud still brighter shines. 
And gilds all hours with its inspiring ray. 

Smiles at our joys, and sorrows in our woes, 
And bears our frailties with a patient smUe, 

And bids our weary, world-sick heart repose 
On truth undimm'd by aught of change or guile. 



(6x1 ilgt Hijctttft of s &ixl at '$tzyitx. 

A FAIR and gentle face ! those uprais'd eyes 
In pleading glances woman's nature speak ; 

In them we read the earnest thoughts that rise 
From her young heart, and flush her glowing cheek. 

Ah, gentle maiden ! thou dost well to pray 

While yet life's paths are strew'd with thornless flow'rs. 

Ere yet a shade has dimm'd the gladsome ray 
That sheds its glories o'er thy ufe's young houi«. 

Yes, thou dost well j for thy impassion'd face 

Where each emotion, as it rises, glows, 
Is a fair pa^e to me wherein I trace 

The lot of woman-rail her joys and woes ! 
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And what is woman's lot 1 — ^Too oft to lay 
Her heart an oflfering at some earthly shrine, 

And then, perchance, to watch each hope decay. 
And that young heart to untold grief resign. 

To link her fate to one whose love awhile 
May shine upon her path, and glad her heart, 

And yet ere long to miss the loving smile. 
With grief unspeakable to see depart, 

Like Summer's changing clouds, each look and tone 
That stirr d her heart to joy's deep thankfulness ; 

To know that like uncagM birds they've flown, 
And ne'er will come again her home to bless. 

Yet still to love ! — in hours of grief and pain, 
With patient hope and loving faith to pray 

The wand'ring heart will yet return again, 
And heaven once more bestow a brighter day. 



fa%%t&%in% IJ^jt Ijeast ftenssibilituf. 

What, wouldst thou be a stoic, fHend 1 dull, passionless, 

and cold, 
A coarse and clumsy casting of Nature's worst-form'd 

mould? 
What ! be a merely moving mass of animated clay, 
With no feeling to be sad, and no humour to be gay 1 

Nay, rather would I suffer every grief that clouds this earth 
Than own a heart where never sensibility had birth, 
That throbs not for another's woes, that weeps not for its 

own, 
And feels not all the little thorns about its pathway strewn. 
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The hearts where sorrow sinks not deep, those joys can 

never feel, 
That bid through every thrilling sense ecstatic rapture steal. 
Nor is it e'er permitted to the dull and blinded eye 
To note fair Beauty's varied forms in earth, and sea, and 

sky. 

Within their breast sweet music's strains awake no thril- 
ling chords, 

And dull and senseless are they to the poet's glowing 
words ; 

The charms of childhood please them not : at youth's bright 
dreams they sneer ; 

They wander on their loveless way, unmoved by smile or 
tear. 

To them no sense of happiness the tie of friendship brings, 
And Tiove, no halo from his sun he their pathway 

flings ; 
As gliding on through life they go, they're bom and live 

and die. 
And leave behind no word nor deed for love's fond memory. 



KINDNESS. 

Set to mtuic by W, Oibbs, Esq, 

Oh ! priceless indeed are the sweet words of kindness, 
Like mild dews they fall on the wom-weary heart, 
But little the world, in its cold, selfish blindness, 
Can know of the blessings that kind words impart ; 

Dull are the costly gems, 

Decking the diadems 
Monarchs possess, to the bright sparkling tear 

Trembling in Pity's eye, 

When the lone mourner's sigh, 
Breathes its sad tale in her listening ear. 
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A paradise bright of this world we might fashion, 
If with each other's frailties we tenderly bore ; 
If we mutually aided when needing compassion, 
And rejoiced when good Fortune opened her store. 

Kindness alone supplies 

Pleasures from whence arise 
Beams that can cheer us in sorrow's dark day, 

With an unfading light 

Making our pathway bright, 
Till in its radiance all grief fades away. 

GOOD TSMPBR. 

Sun of domestic life. 

Thy cheering ray 
Doth chase each cloud of strife 

Far, far away ; 
Thou mak'st this cold earth seem 

A fairy land, 
For 'neath thy gentle beam 

Doth love expand. 

Bright Intellect in vain 

HerpoVrs may try, 
And Wit give only pain, 

If thou'rt not nigh ; 
" Dull Care " at thy glad smile 

Flies far away. 
Sorrow thou dost beguile 

With magic sway. 

Thou makest home a place 

Of joy and rest. 
To beauty addest grace, 

To Love a zest ; 
Thou cheerest Poverty 

With words of peace. 
And biddest Enmity 

And malice cease ! 
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FILIAL AFFECTION. 

Dear to the heart of widowed grief, 

A child's fond, duteous love, 
What treasure, howsoever fair, 
With this sweet blessing may compare, 
What balm so healing prove 1 

Sweet refuge of the mourner's hope. 

When memory's bitter pain 
Awakes the past, to thee he turns. 
For thy dear voice he fondly yearns, 
And all is calm again. 

Graceful support of life's decline. 

Thy tender hand shall cheer 
And smooth the pathway to the tomb, 
Dispersing doubt and fear and gloom, 
Till Paradise is near. 

CONTENTMENT. 

Treasure rare for hearts to hold. 
Brighter than the miser's gold. 
Richer than the costly gem 
That decks the monarch's diadem. 
What is worldly pomp or lioise. 
To thy quiet cottage joys ? 

Anxious care and discontent 
Hold no place where thou art sent ; 
Looking upon all around. 
Still thy wishes thou canst bound. 
Caring not for wealth nor fame. 
Seeking no high place to claim. 

Happy they possessing thee, 
Crown of true felicity ; 
For the calm contented mind 
Pleasure everywhere can find. 
And some beams of light can spy 
Even in life's darkest sky. 
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TRUTH. 

Oh ! beautiful thou art 
With thy calm brow and mild majestic mien, 
Chasing all darkness with the light serene 

Of thy pure virgin heart. 

Would that mankind would learn 
To love and cherish more thy purity, 
That with fair thoughts and " aspirations high " 

Their souls might ever burn. 

Spirit of light divine ! 
Within our bosoms may thine image lie, 
From thence reflecting rays of purity 

4s from some sacred shrine. 

Be thou our chosen guide, 
That man in man may trust ; let thy bright ray 
Be as the Polar Star to guide our way 

O'er error's ocean wide. 



^ ^arjtJtojell to ^tan. 

Since thou art going, take with thee 
A young friend's warmest, heart-felt pi'ayer. 

That thou in thy life's future lot 

Mayst still be free from grief and care. 

Oh ! may thy onward path be spread 
With pleasure's rosy-tinted flowers. 

And heaven its choicest blessings shed 
On all thy future peaceful hours. 

Never may sorrow come to dim 

Thine eyes which now so brightly shine ; 
Still may thy heart beat high with hope. 

And every happiness be thine ! 
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Bat should some clouds of care arise. 
And thou by sadness be opprest, 

Oh ! mayst thou find that sadness shared 
By some fond and confiding breast, 

Whose love shall be the one bright star 
To cheer thee through each hour of ill, 

And when fate proves the most unkind, 
To prize thee better, serve thee still. 

Oft have I watch'd thy joyous step 

With youth and pleasure bounding high, 

And listen'd to thy merry voice. 
And marked thy gaily beaming eye ; 

But now that time is past, and I 
No more thy face or form.may see. 

Yet often in some quiet hour 
Will mem'ry bring back thoughts of thee. 

Though in thy destined path of life 

Friends kind and true thou still mayst find, 

Thou canst not meet one more sincere 
That some whom thou hast left behind. 

Then do not quite forget the past. 
Though far away from us you rove, 

" And gayer friends may be around, 
And other hearts may claim your love." 



Jlbiett! 
ImiU de V Anglais de Mrs. M, Turner^ par L, Marissiaux, 

PuiSQUE tu vas partir, daigne prendre avec toi 

Du plus sincere ami la fervente pri^re, 
Afin (]^ue du Destin I'inexorable loi 

Eloigne les soucis du cours de ta carri^re. 
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Puisse le grand cbemin que tu suis si contenty 
Etre jonch^ des fleui-s que le bonheur accorde ! 

Que les gr&ces du del, les dons da Tout- puissant, 
Am^nent sur tes pas le paix et la concorde ! 

Que jamais le chagrin ne parvieunent k tro abler, 
La clart^ dont tes yeax si doacement scintillent ! 

Que ton coeur g^n^reux ne cesse d'esp^rer, 
Et que d'heureux moments tes nombreux ans f ourmillent ! 

Un nuage wnt-H aasombrir ton bonheur, 
Es-tu par le destiu plonge dans la tristesse, 

Puisses-tu done alors trouver dans ton malheur 
De ton fidMe ami la touchante tendresse ! 

J'ai souvent epi^, et nop pas sans ^moi, 

L'approche de ton pas sur le chemin humide ; 

J'ai souvent ^cout^ le doux son de ta voix ; 
Et j'ai lu ton amour dans ton regarde limpide. 

H^las ! ce temp n'est plus ; tu n'es plus pr^s de moi ; 

Je ne puis plus te voir derrifere la charmille. 
Dans le calme du soir, quand la nuit est tranquille, 

Mon d^lice supreme est de penser k toi ! 

Quoiqu'on puisse toujours rencontrer un ami, 

Un ami veritable (il en est sur la terre), 
Tu n'en trouveras pas, je crois, de plus sincere, 

Que celui qu'en partant, las ! tu laissas ici. 

Ne va pas tout-d-fait oublier le pass^ ; 

Quoique bien loin de nous, tu poursuives ta traite, 
Quoique d'autres amis puisseut te faire fdte, 

Souviens toi quelquefois de ton amour pass^. 
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Sartttm in O^t «' Colir fat^ C'an^ff/' gustj^aa 

I WONDER Poet's lay hath ne'er been tuned 
In praise of thee, thou valley of delight ! 
Oft have I gazed upon thy varied charms, 
And wished the painter's skill were mine, that I 
Might on the canvas fix thy beauties rare. 
And shew to worshippers of foreign lands 
That scenes as fair adorn our native isle. 
I had come hither with a spirit sad, 
But the fresh beauty of the early morn 
Hath charm'd away each rising thought of care. 
And waked a hopeful joy within my breast ; 
E'en as the clouds which cast their sombre shade 
Athwart you sloping bank, shall pass away. 
And leave it glowing in the sun's warm light. 

Scene of my early joys ! for here I roved 

A happy child, led by a mother's hand. 

And listened as she told me how that God 

Had made all things so bright and beautiful 

Oh happy days ! — ye are for ever flown, 

For that fond mother lieth now beneath 

The quiet shadow of the churchyard grave. 

But let me not repine, she has escap'd 

All worldly grief, and wandei-s now amid 

The peaceful bowers of God's bright paradise, 

Where Spi ing eternal blooms. How blest the thought 

That those we love shall never feel again 

The cares and sorrows of this changing world ! 

Yes, dearest mother ! now that I have known 

How worldly care doth vex and joy deceive, 

I can rejoice that thou art safe at rest 

In the blest land of everlasting peace. 

And oh ! how welcome the sweet hope, that though 
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Thou ne'er mayst come again to bless thy child, 
She may rejoin thee in that land of light. 

Hail to thee, jocund Spring ! Thy voice hath wak'd 
The duU and slumbering earth to light and life, 
And nature now in verdant garb array'd. 
Breaks into smiles and songs of wild delight. 
Surely the saddest heart could ne'er resist 
The cheering influence of a morn like this I 
How much I do adnfire this English sky — 
Not the unchanging blue of warmer climes. 
From which the sun's bright beams stream down in 

floods 
Of unobstructed heat, but silvered o'er 
With fleecy clouds that softer beauty give. 
Like pensive shadows o'er some lovely face. 
Which make us prize the more the next glad smile. 
How sweet the golden blossoms of the furze. 
That grows profusely on the valley's side, 
And round the rugged rocks, its glowing hue 
Contrasting well with their cool shades of grey. 
Cuckoo ! Cuckoo ! well do I love the note 
That tells us Spring is come to glad the earth 
And banish WintePs frowns ; yet oft I sigh 
Whene'er T hear the well-known note of joy. 
For 'tis a tickle friend who sings the song. 
Thou too, sweet Nightingale, who all night through 
Doth to the woods discourse in clearest strains 
Of varied melody, as though the dav 
Were neither long, nor calm enougn for thee 
To give expression to thy heart's deep joy, 
Thou too wilt cease thy sweetly warbled song ! 
The Robin then for me, contented bird. 
Who while the skies are bright, and woods are gay, 
Sings on unheard amid the Summer choir ; 
But when stern Winter's clouds obscure the sky, 
And trees are bare, and Nature's charms are dead, 
Comes like a friend in our advei-sity. 
And sings the song we then no more disdain. 

Q 
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But Httle traces now are left to us 

Of that gay time Tthen England's courtly peers 

And high-born dames resorted here to bathe 

In the cool waters of yon limpid stream ; 

To taste the healing virtues of the spring, 

And in these calm, sequestered shades to find 

Joys that the glittering court could never give. 

Perchance the gracious Anna here reclined. 

Forgetful for awhile of state affairs. 

And of the bitter feuds that mark'd her reign. 

Here Marlborough's proud duchess may have sat, 

And piann'd new schemes to bind the will of her 

Who for a while was mistress but in name. 

O'er these rude rocks may Addison and Steele 

Have roam'd and moralized on passing scenes ; 

A.nd poor unhappy Swift, morose of heart, 

May nere have laid aside his ireful wit. 

Soothed by the calm that Nature's scenes inspire. 

Perchance some high-born beauty wander'd here, 

List'ning to love's fond tale with blushing cheek. 

Striving with downcast ej^es to hide the joy 

That spake in silent eloquence ; and ah ! 

She may have come again in after years, 

When all was changed save this sweet trysting spot. 

All this has pass'd away, and now instead 
Of courtly peers and dames of high degree. 
The little cottage children wander here ; 
In freedom unrestrained, with shouts of glee, 
Unfearingly they spring from rock to rock, 
Plucking the golden honours of the furze, 
The purple heath-flower, and the daisy meek ; 
Here too, at eventide, may lovers come. 
And tell the oft- told, never- wearying tale, 
Unseen by any save the quiet stars. 
I cannot tear to leave thee, lovely spot ; 
Again and yet again, I wander back. 
And sigh to say farewell. Thou'rt dear to me 
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As the sweet face of some belovM friend 
On whom I love to gaze, that memory 
May learn to treasure up in absent hours 
The gentle beauties that I prize so well. 



9f0 K ^titxA an j^is ^Sixmngt, 

Soon by the holy altar wilt thou stand, 

With her thou lorest trembling by thy side ; 

Soon will thy lips the sacred vow pronounce, 
And thou wilt claim a fond and trusting bride. 

God's blessing rest upon thee, and on her 

Whose young heai*t cliugs to thine in earnest love ; 

Guard well the precious gift, nor e'er forget 
The solemn vow now registered above ! 

Deem not my lay too serious, nor believe 
That I with mournful thoughts would check thy 
mirth ; 

But yet remember, some dark, gloomy clouds 
CKershadow e'en the sunniest spots of earth. 

Nopath the " sons of men " have ever trod 
Has been entirely free from thorns of care. 

Though pleasure's roses often deck the sod 

Which gay and hopeful youth delights to wear. 

Oh ! then, while joyfully ye rove amid 

Love's blooming paradise and Summer flowers, 

Gather with careful hand those blossoms rare. 
That wither not when Winter's storm-cloud low'rs. 

Cause not thy gentle wife to doubt thy love. 
Nor wrong in thought or deed her trusting heart; 

Thou knowest not how soon 'twill be thy fate 
To breathe the parting word with anguish'd heart. 

g2 
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Together d^rell in mutual faith and love. 
That when the awful summons greets thine ear. 

Thou may'st resign thy breath in joyful hope, 
To meet each other in a brighter sphere, 

Where the rude hand of grief or death can ne'er 
Defeat thy hopes, thy happiness alloy. 

But all thy life shall glide serenely by, 

In never-ending " love, and peace, and joy." 



S0 a ^ntxA on ]^iss fiirtj^irasf* 

A0A19 thy friend doth claim her happy task 
Of wishing joy on this thy natal day ; 

And from the hand of God a boon to ask. 

Which time nor ceaseless change can take away. 

What would I wish thee 1 Blessings not of earth — 
These " perish in the using," and decay 

E'en while we gaze upon their fancied worth. 
Deeming them all too bright to fade away. 

Thy youth must pass like morning's early dew 
Before the sun's approach ; thy health may fail ; 

E'en cherish'd friends may prove awhile untrue. 
And fortune fly before life's shifting gale. 

Though now the world may smile, too soon its frown 
May cast a darkening shadow o'er thy breast, 

And care and grief may bow thy spirit down. 
And teach thee this is not thy place of rest. 

No, I would pray thy spirit might ascend, 
And seek a loftier reach, a nobler aim — 

Joys that the pleasures of the world transcend, 
And brighter glories than the meed of fame. 
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Thine be those purer pleasures of the mind, 
Which fill the soul with harmony and light, 

Which ne'er decay, and leave no sting behind, 
But render bliss secure, serene and bright. 

Thine be that land where never-fading youth 
Shall crown thy new- bom life, and where alone 

Thy soul can bask in the pure light of truth. 
Which only in that land undimmed has shone ; 

And where companions dear thy soul shall find, 
Like thee, immortal, purified, and blest ; 

Thy portion joy, from earthly dross refined. 
And from all grief an " everlasting rest." 

Yet deem not from my verse that I despite 
Aught that makes glad this weary world of ours ; 

The joys of home, for which my heart oft sighs, 
Joys that were richly mine in by-gone hours. 

A happy home, dear friend, I'd ask for thee, 

At whose bright hearth thou might'st forget thy care, 

And where alike in hours of grief or glee, 
Some loving heart thy varied thought should share. 

Eyes that would brighter shine when thou wert nigh. 
And lips whose smiles should wreathe for thee alone, 

A voice attuned by love's own melody, 
To every sweet and sympathising tone. 

This would I ask, and every gift beside 
Thou mightest most desire, of friends, of fame. 

Of laudable ambition gratified. 

An honour'd life and an untarnished name. 
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®0 a CJrilJr ^atjrjeritt^ Sailb^-Stffoew^ 

Gat, happy child ! to me thou bringest back 
Thoughts of the joyous past, when youth^s Imght hours 

Were spent like thise, in careless revelry, 
Amid the rugged rocks and wild hecvth-flowers. 

When with a spirit gladsome as the day, 
I climb'd each rocky height in fearless glee, 

Until, aweary with mv ceaseless play, 
IVe sought the shaae pf some old spreading tre«. 

And there, reclined upon the verdant turf. 

Have watched the shadows lengthen o'er the plain, 

Until the twilight's deepening gloom has warned 
Me to retrace my homeward steps again. 

And there was one, whose bright and beaming smile^ 
And gentle voice, her child's return would greet ; 

Ah ! never have I heard a voice since then. 
Whose tones of love were half so soft and sweet. 

But why repine ] her gentle spirit's fled 

To the bright realms of Paradise above. 
And there, triumphant over pain and death. 

She hymns the praises of her Saviour's love. 

A mother's love how little do we prize, 
While yet the blessing can be cill'd our own — 

While shielded by its care from every grief. 
Beneath the shadow of our own dear home : 

But when no longer we can hear her voice, 
And her eyes close in death's cold " dreamless sleep," 

When the dark grave has hid her from our view. 
And we are left in soh'tude to weep ; 
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When "we have proved how cold the world can be 
To those who trust in its false hollow smile, 

How rare are real friends, how few there be 

Within whose breasts dwell not deceit and guile ; 

Then sacredly we treasure every wonj 

Of truth and love which fell from lips so dear, 

And dwell with fond delight upon the time 
When we shall meet her in that blissful spl^i^? 

Where Crod's own presence maketh all things biight. 
Where care can never come nor fear annoy, 

Where no dai'k clouds of sorrow e'er can blight 
The sweet fruition of our mutual joy ! 



The rose hath its thorns, and fair love's blooming flower 
Hides many a one 'neath its blossoms so gay; 

I seek not to wear it, 'twould wound its possessor, 
And reward all her care by soon fading away. 



Six ntsf S9^0t]^tr« 

How oft, when Disappointment throws 
Her gloomy shadows o'er my heart. 

And in her accents stern commands 
Some hope^ long-cherish'd, to depart. 

Do I recal thy gentle voice. 

Thy hand's soft pressure, and thy smile 
Of tender love, which ever sought 

Each rising sorrow to beguile. 
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Oh ! would that I had prized thee more, 
Dear Mother, while thou still wert mine, 

For I have never found a love 
So lasting and so pure as thine ! 

Though many years have pass'd away 
Since death deprived me of thy care, 

TheyVe not effaced the thoughts of thee 
Whose image in my heart I wear. 

And often in the twilight hour 
I love to sit and close mv eyes, 

While memory travels back again. 
And bids the thoughts of youth arise ; 

When at thy feet, a happy child, 
Surrounded with my numerous toys, 

I've sat full many an hour, whilst thou 
Hast shared in all my infant joys. 

How dearly do I prize the books 
Bestowed by thee when birthdays came— 

How often do I gaze upon 
The page that bears thy much-lov'd name. 

Thy letters ! Oh what love breathes forth 
In every line thy dear hand traced, 

Though now the many tears IVe shed 
Have half those loving words effaced. 

IVe gazed upon thy miniature, 
And called back every tender look, 

*Till burning tear-drops started forth, 
And sobs my aching bosom shook. 

IVe no one now to share my joy. 
To soothe me when care clouds my brow ; 

For thee, who wert my comforter, 
The cruel hand of death laid low. 
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Yet though I miss thy love and care 

In hours of trouble, grief, and pain, 
I love thee. Mother, far too well, 

To wish thee from thy grave again. 

There, when the *' day of life " is o'er, 

And all its anxious cares subside, 
Thy moui ning daughter shall lie down. 

And slumber sweetly by thy side. 



** ^tar »0t, fat g rw MtJ tTgn ; it not Jriswajtir^ 

fox $ zm tftl? Sxri ; 3 ^iH jstrfttgtjrjeu t^fjet/' 

Isaiah xli. 10. 

Suggested hy reading the description of the Fire and 
Boiler explosion at Marsland^s Factory , Stockport, 

" In the search for the bodies of the sufferers, the 
firemen discovered a young woman, quite dead ; the 
poor sufferer had died in the attitude of prayer. She 
was not burned, but suffocated.^^ — Illustrated Lon- 
don News. 

Oh, bless'd assurance ! which in such an hour 

Could rob Death's terrors of their feai*f ul pow'r. 

And bidding all conflicting sorrows cease, 

Thus to the stricken spirit whisper peace. 

Such was the comfort, holy maid, it shed 

On thy meek spirit in this hour of dread. 

When *mid the crash of ruins, and the cry 

Of human beings in deep agony. 

And the dense, suffocating smoke and gloom 

Which shrouded thee in this thy living tomb, 

Thou with clasped hands and bended knee didst pray, 

Till peacefully thy spirit passed away, 



9P 8KBT0BCS OF OTTB ViLLAOlC, 

And left thee there with humble knee still bent, 
Like some fair saint on marble monument. 
What was thy earthly lot ] I fain would know, 
Whether of happy youth or early woe. 
Perchance o'er thy young heart a mournful thought 
Of friends belov'd and tender memories fraught 
With sweet remembrances of childhood's home 
With saddening influence at this hour did come, 
To till thy gentle heart with bitter grief, 
Which only thus in prayer could find relief ; 
Perchance a father's voice dwelt in thine ear, 
Or the fond memory of a mother dear. 
Whose love had taught thy infant lips to pray, 
And kept thy feet from every evil way. 
Touched thy young hjeart with, gratefiil love fio <ieep, 
That fear was lost, and thou didst pray and weep. 
While earnest blessings mingled witli the prayer. 
For that sweet mother's watchful love and care. 
And Faith and Hope, bri^t mid the circling gloom, 
Cheered with their presence thy dark, living tomb. 
It might be other tender feelings stole 
At this dread moment o'er thy youthful soul, 
Fond memories of an earthly love whose power 
Filled with deep a^ony this parting hour, 
Ah ! who may dare reveal the tender thought 
The image of the dearly loved thus brought 1 
Known only to thy God the bitter sigh. 
The burning tear, the prayerful memory, 
And if one murmur on thy lips did live, 
He, who is love, did pity and forgive ; 
But now, sweet maid, thy troubles are at rest. 
Nor grief, nor fear can wound thy gentle breast. 
Sleep on ! sleep on ! the time shall shortly come, 
When God shall break the slumbers of the tomb ; 
When as in peace thou didst so calmly die, 
lyfid scenes of fear and mortal agony; 
So, fearless, thou midst crash of worlds shalt rise, 
And join thy kindred in the peaceful skies. 
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THE WEDDING. 

Haw brightly shines the aim on yonder group, 
As kneelins side by side, the youthful pair 

Confirm the ^oice they made in early youth, 
And vow each other's lot in life to share. 

The fair young bride, with modest maiden grace. 
Strives to repress the many struggling sighs, 

That with a strange emotion heave her breast. 
And fill with blinding tears her downcast eyes : 

While by her side the tender mother stands. 
And breathes full many a silent, fervent prayer. 

That her souFs darling still may be preserved 
From anxious doubts and heart* corroding care. 

The rite is over ! and with trembling lip 

That speaks th' emotion he would fain repress, 

The father presses nearer to his child, 
And once more folds her in a fond caress. 

And now, surrounded by the white-robed train 
Of blooming bride-maids and gay smiling friends, 

They leave the sacred walls, while through the air 
A gladsome peal of chiming bells ascends. 

And village children, with loud joyous shouts 
Of merriment, bestrew their path with flow'rs. 

Ah ! happy pair, still may thy future lot 

Partake the brightness of these few short hours ! 
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THE FUNERAL. 

But oh ! how chaug'd the scene in yonder church, 
Since from the porch they passed a wedded pair, 

And what a sad procession now appears, 
Pacing the aisle with slow and solemn air : 

A funeral !,and of a widow too, — 

She who was once a fair and joyous bride, 

She who once claimed a tender mother's care, 
A husband's love, a father's glance of pride ; 

But gone are all those sunny days of youth. 
And fled the hopes that warm'd each trusting heart. 

When love appeared all happiness and truth. 
And neither knew the pain it was to part. 

He who once guarded her with so much care 
From every blighting cloud, like some fair flower 

Was snatch'd away while yet in manhood's prime, 
By the stem tyrant Death's resistless power. 

What agony it was for her to gaze 
Upon the fading bloom of that dear cheek. 

To listen to the gasping, trembling sound 
Of that fond voice which so soon ceas'd to speak ; 

To clasp the feverish hand, and meet the gaze 
Of fervent love from that mild drooping eye ; 

To watch in silent fear the (juiv'ring breath. 
And listen to the last expiring sigh. 

How sadly did she linger near the grave. 
And fondly longed to clasp the hallowed sod, 

Ere to her lonely home she bent her steps. 
And poured her chasten'd spirit out to God. 
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A few sad years, in cheerless solitude, 

Life's dreary wilderness 'twas her's to tread, 

Till He who heard the widow's mournful cry. 
In mercy bade her join the peaceful dead. 



(6mth Woxi%. 



Gentle words in kindness spoken 

To mourning ones in sorrow's hour. 
Have almost heaPd the hearts thus broken, 

Or soothed them with a magic pow'r ; 
Souls bow*d down in saddest feeling. 

By dark and bitter mem'ries stirPd, 
Oft have blessed the gentle healing 

Of one kind sympathizing word. 

Honey -drops of joy and gladness. 

Sweetening the cup of woe are they. 
Comforters of grief and sadness, 

Bright sunbeams chasing clouds away. 
Gentle words ! oh ! let them ever 

From heart and tongue unbridled flow ; 
May cold, selfish feelings never 

Check the generous bosom's glow ! 



Oh Solitude ! sweet nurae of thought, 

I love thy soothing hour ; 
Thy peaceful quietude is fraught 
With pleasure's blissful pow'r. 
Oh that the day 
Would pass away-- 
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I sink beneath its care — 

I long for night 

T' overtake the light, 
Once more thy smile to share. 

With thee, sweet sprite, I'm least alone ; 

But in the busy crowd, 
Unnoticed and almost unknown 
Amid the selfish proud. 

Who pass me by 

With scornful eye 
And glances cold and rude, 

'Tis then I feel 

Upon me steal 
A weary solitude. 

But in my little humble room. 

When no one else is nigh. 
My mind shakes off its weight of gloom, 
My heart forgets to sigh ; 

My quiet nook, 

My Kiv'rite book, 
Mypencil and my peu. 

With magic power 

Beguile each hour — 
Oh yes ! I'm happy then ! 

I never am alone ~ to me 

Two lovely spirits glide, 
Fair Thought and gentle Memory 
Steal softly to my side ; 

The songs they sing 

Such visions bring 
Of peace and Miss untold, 

I would not miss 

Such joy as this 
For India's boasted gold ! 
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Welcome home ! welcome home ! 

To thy Husband's home, fair bride ; 
Oh may he ever find tbee there 

Its chiefest ornament and pride ! 

Welcome home ! welcome home ! 

To thy duties as a Wife, 
And may those duties prove to thee 

The dearest pleasures of thy life ! 

Welcome home ! welcome home ! 

To the home prepared for thee ; 
A refuge may it ever prove, 

From every care and sorrow free ! 

Welcome home ! welcome home ! 

To thy Husband's care and love, 
And may thy home on earth e'er prove 

A foretaste of thy " home above ! " 



WUga Mil miss mt t 

Many will miss thee, fleeting Time, 

When joys have passed away, 
And when no more is heard the chime 

That rung in pleasure's day ! 
Who can forget 
The joys they met. 
When hearts were young and light ? 

All, all will miss the sunny bowers. 
The happy smiles, the blooming flowers. 

In days no longer bright ! 
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Many will miss thee, cheeriDg Hope, 

When fall'n has sorrow's shroud 
Upon sad hearts ; though wide thy scope, 

Yet oft despair^s dark cloud 
Chases awhile 
The beaming smile 

That gladdened hours gone by, 
Though soon again thy blissful power 
Will soften sorrow's gloomy hour, 

And hush the painful sigh. 

Though none may miss thee, meek-ey'd maid, 

In pleasure's sunny hour, 
Sweet Pity ! or implore thine aid. 

Thy mild heai*t-soothing power ; 
Yet oft shall thought. 
With mem'ry fraught, 

Recal thy gentle voice. 
And love and gratitude shall bless 
The friend who in life's wilderness 

Bade our sad hearts rejoice. 

And oh ! how many miss thee. Love, 

On life's rough billow hurl'd. 
When far from home's dear scenes they rove, 
^ Amid the selfish world ; 
Am ^ Oh then they miss 
^K The mother's kiss, 
^ Affection's gentle tone, 
The eye of watchful tenderness. 
The heart that ever sought to bless. 
And all they call'd their own. 

Many will miss thee. Youthful Life, 

When age is drawing nigh, 
When hearts bow'd down by worldly strife 

Oft heave the bitter sigh ; 
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When friends have flown 
We deemed our own 
In youth's bright summer day, 
And care, disease, and death invade 
Our home's once peaceful, happy shade, 
And steal our joys away. 



Sflgt VioltU 

In a lone vale remote from view," 
A simple, humble violet grew, 
A lowly, unpretending flower, 
With no rare beauty for its dower. 
Full often had the wintry storm 
Bow'd down its unprotected form, 
And the bright sun almost forgot 
To shine upon that lonely spot ; 
While cold, unbending Pride pass'd by, 
With scornful and averted eye, 
Deeming as far beneath her care 
The humble flow'ret growing there. 
But still sweet Hope would linger near, 
And strive with all her power to cheer 



This poor sad oflsprins of the glade. 
This humble tenant of the shade. , /^ 
And not in vain her task — her smile ^f 
Would oft its weariness beguile. 
Foretelling brighter hours to come 
Within that lonely violet's home. 
And did a brighter hour arise ? 
Oh ! yes, for Friendship's beaming eyes 
One day beheld this simple flower 
Alone within her humble bower, 
And deeming (though of lowly birth) 
It might possess some little worth, 
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Glided beside its quiet bed 

And softly raised its drooping head, 

While in her peace-inspiring voice 

She bade the violet rejoice. 

** Cease, pensive flower, to shroud in gloom 

Thy little share of scent and bloom, 

With roses though thou canst not vie 

To win fond admiration's eye, 

And though thou mayst not hope to share 

The honours of the gay parterre. 

Where am'rous Phoebus loves to woo 

Each floweret of brilliant hue. 

Yet not in* vain thy bloom shall be, 

While friendship lives to cherish thee ! " 



Hail, Contemplation ! to thy calm retreat 

I bend my steps, tired with the heartless glare 

Of fashion's votaries, whose hollow smile 

But ill repays to me the loss of all 

The charms of nature and simplicity. 

How gladly do I leave the crowded streets, 

The busy turmoil of the selfish throng, 

Where the pale crouching form of want and care 

Is pass'd unheeded by, or frown'd upon 

By grasping avarice or pompous pride, 

To wander all alone 'mid leafy shades. 

Where no rude sound is heard, and the sweet voice 

Of birds alone the soothing silence breaks ; 

Save where the breeze with gentlest whisper steals 

Through the dark foliage of the forest treea 

Here on this sunny bank I'll take my seat, 

And con the ample page which nature spreads ; 
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Here will I commune with my weary soul, 
Which all the live-long day perplex'd has been 
With worldly occupations and with cares, 
Whose influence has boVd my spirit down, 
And robbed me of that calm repose, which now 
With healing bjilm descends, like gentle dews 
Upon the parch'd and thirsty ground. 



Morning awakes ! and from her couch of rest 

She starts, and quickly dons her glorious vest, 

With many gorgeous colours richly dight. 

And glittering o'er with dew-gems sparkling bright, 

Throws back night's dusky curtains, and ascends 

Her azure throne, from whence her bright glance bends 

O'er the awakening world. The leafy shade, 

Which through the gloomy night in silence laid. 

Disturbed by nought but the chill whisp'ring breeze 

That wandered stealthily amoDg the trees. 

Sends forth its feathered tribe to greet her reign 

In many a sweet and wildly warbled strain. 

The lark with dew yet on his pinions soars 

Aloft, and the full tide of music pours 

On the enraptured ear ; the lowly streams 

Awake and sparkle in the cheering beams. 

And onward glide, rejmcing. See ! the flowers 

Which droop'd all pensive in the midnight hours. 

Upraise their beauteous heads, and gladly fling 

Abroad their odours on the zephyr's wing, 

Wooing the honey-loving bee to sip 

The balmy treasures of each fragrant lip. 

Now to the field the sons of toil repair. 

And Art resumes her labours and her care ; 

Now in the city's streets is heard the tread 

Of busy feet to haunts of commerce led, 

m2 
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The din of voices dissonant and loud, 

The mingled clamour of the vulgar crowd, 

While ever and anon the wealthy great 

Roll by in carriages of gilded state ; 

And the pale child of want, with pleading eye, 

Strives to arrest in vain the passer-by. 

Ah nie ! what melancholy sights are here. 

To raise the sympathising sigh and tear ; 

Though bright and beautiful the morning ray, 

And sweet the presence of the new-born day. 

Yet in the town full oft the radiant beam 

Flings an unwelcome ray upon a scene 

Of helpless misery and aark despair, 

In lowly homes where poverty and care 

Have all unbidden taken their abode. 

And laid upon each aching breast their load 

Of anxious thoughts and dark foreboding fears, 

And dimm'd each once bright beaming eye with tears. 

Yes ; even too in those gay lordly hallb. 

Where through the coloured glass the sun-beam falls 

In mellowed radiance on all around. 

The droopinff form of sorrow may be found. 

See'st thou that lovely being seated there ? 

That snow-white bosom bears the shaft of care. 

Men call her happy ! and her smile they prize, 

Yet oft in cheerless solitude she sighs ; 

For he who lured her youthful feet to roam 

Far from the simple pleasures of her home, 

Won by her matchless beauty, spurns her now. 

And heedeth not the shadow on her brow ; 

And while in revelry his nights are spent, 

Low on her lonely couch her form is bent 

In speechless agony and voiceless prayer 

For him who vow'd to make her joy his care. 

Then sinks to sleep, and dreams of days gone by, 

(Days ere her youthful bosom learned to sigh,) 

Visits again in sleep each well-loved spot, 

And dwells once more beneath the tranquil cot 
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Where her young days were passM in calm delight, 
Ere disappointment came with chilling blight, 
And cast a shadow o'er those sunny hours, 
And robb'd her pathway of its blooming tiow'rs ; 
Thus for a time she's blest till morning's beam 
Wakes the young mourner from her happy dream, 
To mingle with the glittering throng, and shroud 
Her bitter feelings from the thoughtless crowd. 



Oh ! gentle Twilight, thine the peaceful hour 
When contemplation, with uplifted eye, 

Alone and silent in sequestered bower 
Watches the fading glories of the sky ; 

And fond remembrance turns a backward gaze 
On scenes of hope and joy now long since past ; 

The fleeting pleasures of those early days. 
Too bright, too glorious for aye to last. 

When the bright jewels of pleasui*e's fairy crown 
Flash'd on the brows of youth with undimm'd ray; 

Ere care sprang forth, and with a blighting frown 
Dash'd from those sunny locks the gems away ; 

And pensive mem'ry bends above the tomb 
Of friends beloved, in death's cold slumber laid. 

And, wand'ring 'mid the churchyard's solemn gloom. 
Holds as of yore sweet converse with their shade. 

Thine the dear quiet time when lovers steal 
By fond appointment to some chosen spot. 

Their mutual hopes and prospects to reveal — 
" The world forgetting, by the world forgot." 
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When infancy's soft voice is raised in prayer 
To Him who loves its simple tones to hear — 

Who maketh childhood His peculiar care, 
And bends to all His ever-list'ning ear. 

The mariner on ocean's heaving tide 

Feels at thy sweet approach his eyes gr'ow dim, 

For then he knows, borne o'er the waters wide, 
Comes from his far-off home a prayer for him ; 

As leaning lonely o'er the vessel's side, 
In musing sadness, he in fancy sees 

His cottage home, his fair and smiling bride, 
And hears her voice in every pasaing br^Azeii 

Nurse of the weary world ! thou drawest round 
With quiet hand the curtains of reposei, 

Stilling with whisp'rings soft each harsher sound, 
As the sweet flowers their drooping eyelids dosei. 

Attendant of the sable queen of night ! 

Thy hand prepares her starry throne on high, 
Revealing, when the sun withdraws his light, 

The nmder radiance of the evening sky. 



**If e'er trae love and friendi^ip meet, 
'Tie only at thy fireside — Home." 

SwRET home ! how dear to every feeling heart 
The manv ties by which to thee they re bound ! 

Wha^ blissful thoughts and happy meija'ries start 
Forth into being at thy magic dound ! 
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Thoughts of the buried past throng round my soul, 
And fill mine eyes with tears of sweetest pain, 

Memories I would not if I could control, 
Though never may these eyes behold again 

The room where first my infant breath I drew, 

Where first my lips were taught the words of praise, 

By that sweet mooitress, the good, the true, 
The faithful guardian of my early days. 

Thou shrine of holy love ! thou blest abode 

Of peaceful virtues and unsullied joys ! 
Thou refuge of the world-sick heart, whose load 

Of "caw: and care'' its inward peace destroys, 

Where art thou now ? alas for me ! the hand 
Of death has cruelly thy shrine defaced, 

Thrown down each idol, and dispersed the band 
Of bright-eyed smiling loves that lately graced 

Thy hallowed precincts, and has lowly laid 
The watchful guardian of thy peace and joy, 

And I am lefi; to mourn the wreck he made 
Of treasures that he sought but to destroy. 



Slgt Citiftn to Yi% ^nmtf* 

Come, let us roam as in the da^s of old, 

Amid the meadows wild and simple flowers. 

And once more gather those bright cups of gold. 
That years ago were childhood's richest dowers. 

For spring has come again with bud and bloom, 
And clothed in verdure bright the forest trees. 

And flowers are peeping from their wintry tomb, 
Lured back to life by the warm wooing breeze. 
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The earth is young again, why should not we 

Once more with gladsome hearts range hill and dale. 

Mingle once more in nature's revelry, 
And taste the freshness of the spring-tide gale ? 

The world has chained our busy souls too long ; 

Come, let us seek once more our old retreat ; 
Let's leave awhile the money-getting throng, 

And to the woodlands bend our weary feet. 

Come, while the fragrant blossoms of the Spring 
Diffuse around their most delicious balm ; 

Come, while the birds their lays of gladness sing, 
While earth is peaceful and the heavens are calm. 

Come, and the same glad sounds shall greet thine ear. 
Thou didst so love when life and hope were new ; 

The same scenes meet thee, once to childhood dear, 
When all the world appeared so bright and true. 

Come, leave behiud thee all thy worldly care. 
And, like this glowing earth, be young again. 

For why should not our hearts this gladness share 1 
For all things smile when Spring resumes her reign. 

Upon this mossy bank here let us lie. 
And listen to the sweet bird's vernal hymn. 

And watch the clouds that dreamily float by, 
Fading awhile into the distance dim. 

Or let us seek the forest's cooling shade. 
And listen to the brooklet's silver chime. 

That still glides on where we so oft have strayed 
And talked together in the olden time — 

Ere the aspiring thoughts of manhood came 
And left their (races on our once smooth brow ; 

Ere disappointment check'd thy hopes of fame. 
And left thee sadden'd as I find thee now. 
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My old companion ! thou indeed art chang'd 
Since last we roved together side by aide, 

Since on these pleasant banks our footsteps rang'd, 
In all the ardent glow of youthful priae. 

I, too, am somewhat changed ! the world has cast 
Its shadow o'er my path ; I see no more 

Those visions of my youth, too bright to last, 
And which no after-joys can e'er restore. 

Yet still I love the cheerful harmony 
That trills so gaily through these leafy woods ; 

Still love the rivulet's calm melody, 
That glads these green and quiet solitudes. 

Here in these tranquil haunts my spirit finds 
The calm and redt it needed, and my soul 

Casts off the trammels that the world fast binds 
To bow it to its stem and harsh control. 

To this world-weary heart, the gentle breeze 
Wafts on its unseen wings a soothing balm, 

And the slow motion of tha waving ti*ees 

Sheds o'er my troubled thoughts a kindred calm. 

Kind Nature ever has a smile for those 
Who commune with her in her various forms ; 

Within whose breast poetic fervour glows, 
Whose heart the ardent love of beauty warms. 

For those gay hours when all their thoughts are bright. 
She has a gladsome voice and glowing smile ; 

When Sorrow o'er their spirit casts her blight. 
Her unobtrusive charms their woes beguile. 

She softly woos them to her gentle breast, 
And lures them to forget their worldly woes. 

Lulls with sweet whisperines their thoughts to rest, 
And o'er their spiritB sheds a cabn repose. 
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Men's hearts may change, but Nature ever wean 
The beauteous smiles of au undying youth, 

And on her fair and open brow she bears 
The glorious impress of eternal truth. 

Come, then, my friend, I long to see agaia 
Thy pallid cheek with sweet emotion glow ; 

I long to teach thee that ^mid care and pain. 
Beauty and love still glad this world oelow. 



A KiMDLT wish oft breath'd as time 
Beareth the dead old year away, 

And joy-bells ring a gladsome chime 
To welcome in the new-year's day. 

But ah ! how oft 'tis breath'd in vain, 
Cold on the ear those accents faU, 

For mem'ries of pa^t sad pain 
Foretell there's grief in store for all. 

No eye there is undimm'd by tears, 
No heart entirely free from care. 

No bosom that in by-cone years 
But bad its hours of grief to bear. 

Some mourn the world's high honours flown, 
The loss of wealth, or empty fame ; 

Finding when all these things are gone, 
Friendship too oft is but a name. 

And some beside the bed of death 
Have stood in sorrow, sad and deep. 

Watching with awe each quiv'ring breath. 
Till hush'd in death's cold dreamless sleep. 
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And now they mourn the lov*d, the lost, 
That rest beneath the church-yard sod, 

Whose souls the vale of death have cross'd, 
A.nd flown to meet their gracious God. 

Some, too, are exiled from their home, 
In stranger lands their pathway lies. 

Forced by the hand of want to rojun 
Far from their childhood's happy skies ; 

Far from the woods and meadows green 
That spread around their simple oot ; 

Though fate should prosper them, I ween 
Their home will still be unforgot. 

And ah ! there is a grief more deep, 

More agonizing far than all. 
More bitter e'en than 'tis to weep 

Beside the dark funereal pall ; — 

Love unreturned, or cast aside. 

Frowns where we once saw smiles alone, 

And hearts estranged we fondly tried 
To win, and priLl them as Ixt own. 

Some mem'ry sad, some fond regret, 
The new-born year will bring to all — 

Thoughts of past grief we'd fain forget. 
And pleasures we can ne'er recal. 

Yet still the chequer'd year may bring 

Comfort for sorrow, joy for grief, 
A balm for disappointment's sting, 

To ev'ry mourning heart relief. 

As Spring succeeds to Winter's hours. 
The sun of hope shall chase the gloom, 

And bring to life joy's f rafl^rant flow'rs. 
Buried arwhilei in sorroVs tomh 
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Fit emblem of a hollow heart 
An empty purse should be — 

Devoid of honour's sterling gold, 
And fair sincerity. 

Or fiird with sordid low desires, 
Pure feelings' flame that quench, 

A purse may represent that holds 
The little valued pence. 

May this well-fiU'd an emblem be 
Of thy kind worthy heart, 

And may its valued store of gold 
Permit you to impart 

A lib'ral gift to poorer souls 
Who live in want and care. 

But of the treasures of thy mind 
Impart to me a share. 



I LOVE the gladsome sunlight 

Of Summer's glowing day, 
When Nature dons her brightest dress 

And hills and vales are gay. 
When 'mid the shady woodlands 

I watch the streamlet glide. 
And sit me down to rest u]X)n 

The moss-bank's cool green side. 
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I love the thrilliDg music, 

The gay and gladsome song 
That trilJa in varied melody 

The forest glades among. 
The Summer's balmy zephyr, 

That whispers soft and low — 
The hummiug of the busy bee, 

The brooklet's gentle flow. 

I love the cheering sunlight 

Of love and friendship s smile — 
They make this world a home of bliss, 

Ajid all its cares beguile ; 
When life grows sad and weary, 

I turn to their bright ray. 
And And that each fond glance has power 

To chase the gloom away. 

I love the gentle music 

Of dear affection's voice 
It wakes each thought to ecstacy, 

And bids my heart rejoice. 
The proud may frown upon me — 

I care not for their pride. 
For I can smile at all the world, 

With true friends by my side ! 



Sl^je '$nibvinii to Yt% Mift on i^t ^nmbtx%nt]i of tint 

When first I wreath'd thy placid brow with floVrs, 
Hope's sun shone bright ui)on our youthful hours. 
And hand in hand (as heart in heart) we roved 
Mid every scene our wayward fancy loved, 
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Then did 1 pluck for thee the wild woodbine, 
Amid thy flowing tresses to entwine, 
And sweet-brier roses, stripped of every thorn, 
Thy fair and gentle bosom to adorn ; 

Or did we wander where the streamlet flowed, 

I sought the blue forget-me-not's abode, 

And as I bade thee gaze upon its hue, 

Breath'd in thine ear the words " Wilt thou be true T 

Thy love was sought and won, I claim'd my bride, 
And at the altar we stood side by side, 
And breath'd the sacred vow, with throbbing heart. 
To live in love, ** till death us two should part !" 

Then as we traced our homeward steps, the way 
Was strewed by village maids with garlands gay, 
And from the lips of age a blessing sprung 
For the fair bride so lovely and so young. 

Full many a year has passed since then, and now 
Thy hair is silver'd o'er and thy calm brow 
Time's hand hath furrow'd, and thy once bright eye 
No longer beams with undimm'd brilliancy. 

Yet is thy faithful heart unchanged still. 
True to its early love through good and ill — 
True to the vows we breath'd in life's young hours. 
Amid the forest glades and summer flowers. 

True to the one that took thee from thy home. 
With him the chequer'd paths of life to roam — 
To be the faithful friend and tender wife. 
The joy and solace of his future life. 

And many hours of ill thy love has cheer'd, 
And made my home a holy place, endear'd 
By " love unfeign'd," and by those gentle ties 
From which the truest joys of life arise. 
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Now we are both grown old, yet, dearest, still 
Our hearts and their affections feel no chill — 
Age has but gamer'd the fond vows of youth, 
And time but proved their fervency and truth. 

E'en death shall have no poVr, dear wife, to part 
Thee from thy husband's fond and grateful heart ; 
For we shall meet above, and there shall blend 
In those exalted ties which know no end. 



Ah ! dear indeed in this cold world of sorrow, 
The changeless love of one fond, constant heart. 

From which our own fresh joy and hope can borrow. 
As one by one the dreams of life depart. 

For Love's sweet smile the darkest path can brighten. 
And chase far hence each gathering cloud away ; 

Its tender hand the weight of care can lighten ; 
Its voice can cheer e'en sorrow's wintry day. 

Bereft of love, life's cup hath lost its sweetness, 
And the world seems a desert dark and drear ; 

For joy no longer gives time's footsteps fleetness, 
Or crowns with rosy flowers the ling'ring year. 

When 'mid the busy crowd we wander lonely. 
And mark the mirth that reaches not the heart. 

And smiles that deck the cheek and lip, which only 
Are the cold courtesies of fashion's art ; — 

At such an hour, when the lone spirit pineth 
For some companionship, how sweet to turn 

To that fond heart- on which our own reclineth. 
That with love's holy flame doth warmly bum. 
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In sorrow's hour, when we are sadly weepings 
And smiles have left our wan and faded cheek, 

And our full heart a weight of woe is keeping. 
That the pale lip would vainly strive to speak ; 

Ah ! who can tell, (when crushed and spirit-broken 
We lowly bend beneath the blast of care,) 

How dear to our sad heart the priceless token 
Of the fond love that seeks our grief to share ? 

When the lair garlands of our youth have faded, 
And tlfe gay dreams we revell'd in are past ; 

When time with " heavy hand our brow hath shaded," 
And dimm'd the hopes too bright for aye to last ; 

How dear, amid the change, to greet one vision 
That time nor care had power to chase away ; 

The love that with a calm and sweet derision 
Mocks the continual efforts of decay. 

And oh ! how doubly dear in life's last anguish, 
When death's dark shadows deepen in our eyes. 

While on the weary couch of pain we languish, 
The love that listens to our last faint sighs, 

Striving with patient care each pang to lighten, 
To soothe each fear and every doubt remove. 

Till e'en death's shadowy vale is made to brighten 
With the sweet foretaste of eternal love ! 
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There is a spirit haunts my way 
Where'er my wand'ring footsteps stray ; 
Where'er I cast my eyes around, 
Its lovely presence may be found. 
It shines in many a dewy gem 
That decks Aurora's diadem, 
And hides in every blushing flower 
That blooms in beauty round my bower. 
It rests upon the clouds at even, 
When sunset dyes the western heaven, 
And decks the darksome vault of night 
With stai-s " unutterably bright." 
It nestles in the mossy sod, 
Where foot of man hath rarely trod. 
And giveth grace and loveliness 
Unto the flaunting woodbine's tress. 
Deep in the wood^ recess it dwells. 
And haunts the vales and shadowy dells ; 
Rideth upon the ocean's foam, 
And makes the coral caves its home. 
I hear its whispers in the breeze 
That wand'reth 'mid the forest trees, 
And listen to its tuneful song. 
Where brooklets flow the meads among. 
It Cometh with the Spring's mild giace. 
And glows in Summer's flushing face ; 
And when the Winter storm-cloud low'rs, 
Cheereth our home and fireside hours. 
It dwelleth in the mother's eye ; 
It prompts the gentle maiden's sigh ; 
It soothes the weary child of woe, 
And maketh glad this world below. 
Oh ! can ye doubt what name it bears, 
When all we see around us shares 
On earth below, in heaven above, 
The smile of "universal love !" 



114 8KBTCHB8 OF OUR TILLAGE, 

If I were a fairy, 

My own gentle Mary, 
Around thy dear footsteps I'd linger all day ; 

Ah ! then thy fond lover 

Ever near thee would hover, 
To listen unseen to thy melody gay. 

rd twine round thy bower 

Full many a flower 
Whose bright hues should rival the rainbow's rich dyes, 

And in the sweet bo&om 

Of many a blossom 
Would hide, but to steal a sweet glance from thine eyes. 

When cool breezes (juiver 

The moon-lighted river. 
My vows 1 would waft on their whispers to thee ; 

And when thou art sleeping. 

My watch I'd be keeping, 
And fill thy gay dreams with lond visions of me. 
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' Would I could utter what my heart now feels, 

As musing on this lovely world of ours. 
O'er my enraptured spirit sweetly steals 

A soothing influence, as the breath of flowers 

Upon the Summer wind, and brings a peace 
The busy, selfish crowd can rever know — 

An influence that bids each murmur cease, 
And the world-weary heart again to glow 
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With that deep joy that ever glads the heart 
Of him whose soul is filFd with nature's love ! 

So pure a joy that it would seem t'impart 
A foretaste of our bliss in worlds above. 

Ah ! would that here might pass my simple life, 
Amid the scenes my fancy loves so well, 

Far from the hateful din and selfish strife 
That in the city's streets so loudly swell. 

For here each sound that comes upon mine ear 
Is the sweet eloquence of nature's song, 

Which in the music of this stream I hear, 
As calmly through the meads it flows along. 

Like some contented spirit, in the path 

Mark'd out for it, reflecting each bright ray 

Of heaven's light, unmindful of the wrath 

And strife and pride that round its footsteps lay. 

When gazing on this spot, my wayward heart 
Will breathe the wish to dwell for ever here ; 

For ah ! how painful is the task to part 

From scenes like these, by friendship render'd dear. 

But 'tis our duty, while we dwell below. 
To mingle with the world, and strive by love 

To win the cold, to soothe the mourner's woe. 
And from the path of those we love remove 

Each rankling thorn ; to purify the heart 

By daily self-denial and by prayer. 
If it be 80, Contentment will impart 

Of her pervading peace as full a share 
Amid the din of towns, as when we rove 
In this sweet spot with the dear friends we love.. 



I i 
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yu%U iiiiitt S^gting. 

Haste hither, Spring, 

And with thee bring 
Blue skies and fragrant flowers ; 

Oh ! come again, 

With thy sweet train 
Of glad and joyous hours. 

The blast and storm 

That so deform 
The earth in Winter's day, 

Still linger here — 

Would thou wert near. 
To chase the gloOm away. 

Why hidest thou 

Thy sunny brow 
Behind the cloudy sky ] 

Come forth, come forth, 

And glad the earth 
With light and melody. 

Come, sweetest spring. 

On buoyant wing ; 
Hope, watching, waits for thee, 

To bring to birth 

The flowers of earth, 
And set the streamlets free. 

For Winter's gloom 

Bring bud and bloom. 
The song-bird and the rose; 

The morning dew. 

The sunset hue, 
Where eve in beauty glows. 
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The glowing day, 

The Jowers of May, 
Those soft and sunny show'rs ; 

Each sound and sight 

That maketh bright 
This weary world of ours. 
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Nevbr more, *mid Nature's beauties, 
Shall the artist's footsteps stray : 

Closed his eyes, and cold and lifeless 
Lies the master-hand to-day. 

Never more, in shady valley. 
Forest glade, or mountain side, 

Shall the fairest inspirations 
His poetic pencil guide. 

Never more, with earnest feeling, 
ShjiU he teach his fellow-men ; 

AH his life example setting, 
Both by deed, by word, and pen. 

All his work on earth is ended, 

Fairly finished as begun ; 
Now he hears his Master saying, 

" Servant of thy God, well done !" 

Mourning wife and weeping children- 
ObjeetA of his dearest love — 

W^p no longer without comfort, 
(jrod hath wdoobied him above : 
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In that land of perfect beauty, 
RaptVous bliss and endless peace, 

His pure ransomed spirit dwelling. 
Tastes of joys that never cease. 

And he knows the God who loves him 
Will extend His love to yon, 

And will hold you in His keeping 
If you will but trust Him too. 

He will guide your earthly wanderings 
Until, all life's troubles past — 

Ties, which only death hath broken, 
He will re-unite at last. 



There was a time when Sorrow cast her shade 
Around my path, and dimm'd miae eyes with tears, 

And of my young and ardeut hopes had made 
A gloomy wreck, and fill'd my soul with fears. 

There was a time I deem'd all hope was fled, 
And the cold world seemed colder still to me ; 

And friends— ah ! where were they ? lost, false and dead. 
And joy seem'd banished from futurity. 

• 

When home and all its cherish'd ties were lost. 

And not a being seemM to smile on me. 
Unheeding how my lonely bark was toss'd 

Upon the heaving waves of life's wide sea. 

That time has pass'd away — I have a home, 
A happy home in many a friendly heart ; 

No longer lonely through the world I roam, 
For sympathy and friendship both impart 
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Their cheering aid, and joy*s bright sunbeams Rhine 
Upon my path, bringing to life hope's flowers, 

And gentle sii)iles and frieudly tones are mine, 
To brighten with their love the fleeting hours. 

On earth I have a home in human love, 

To which iu holy trust I fondly cling, 
Till God shall call rae to that home above, 

Whose love undying, holy angels sing. 
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Nat, nay, my own dear love, grieve not for me, 

I yet can smile though low our fortunes be ; 

Without thy love all wealth would be but dross. 

Possessing that, what care I for its loss ? 

Thou know'st for thee I e'en would bear disgrace ; 

Sure we may look misfortune in the face ; 

With love, and hope still ours, we may dispense 

With the unmeaning show of aiflueuce. 

I heed it not, so 1 am by thy side 

To stem with thee>dear love, life's troubled tide ; 

Nay, gaze not on me with such mournful eyes — 

Do we not still posse^^s what most we prize ? 

What though our household walls be somewhat bare. 

Stripped of the ornaments they used to wear ; 

What though our Summer friends have flown away, 

Like birds that shun the approach of Winter's day ; 

Yet still we have enough for gratitude. 

In hearts sust^iined by conscious rectitude. 

Submissive to the Wise-disposer's will. 

In duty firm, in love united still. 

What though our pittance is but small, each claim 

Has been discharged, and an untarnished name 

Is still our own, and oh ! how sweet to-night 

Our rest will be, now our sad hearts are light. 



» 
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Look, where oar darling lies in slumber deepj 
See how he smiles, unconscious in his sleep- 
Will not his mirthful innocence beguile 
Each hour of care, and cheer our days of toll ? 
What though it be my lot to lay aside 
The gems thou gav'st me with A husband's ^ridb; 
Thy love and tendemess my Ve^lth Shall be, 
My priceless dower — smile again ttli ine! 
My own dear husband, with a wom^li'fe f^ar 
IVe daily seen this hour of trial draw near — 
Now it has come, I rise all fear above, 
In the calm, stedfast purpose of my love ; 
What care I though false friends may pass ^ by 
"Witn a'corn and coldness in their alterM eyel 
Their Jove may wane, their looks grow strange and dlill, 
But our true heai'ts shall grow yet fonder still; 
Togetiier then our fate let's firmly brave, 
And stem with cheerfulness life's changing wsive^ 
For why should care cloud those fond hearts with gloom, 
That share a brighter hope beyond the tomb 1 



Too late thou comest, fpr my heart has grown * 

As opld and careless, false one, a^ thine own .; 
Think not again I will its peace betray, 
Or give its love to thee — to cast away ! 

Thoii had'st it once— too well do I rfecal 
The time when thoii unshared po^sess'd it all ) 
When my fbnd heart reposed itself OH thiiie, 
Deeming* (how falsely !) it was honour's dhriJlfe. 

I thought that when we parted, thou wonld'st k«ep 
Affect&n's sacred glow unchanged and deep. 
And when I mourn'd o'er our divided lot, 
I little dreamt how soon I was forgot. 
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I little thought that when I knelt in prayer, 
Invoking for thee heaven's protecting care, 
Thou too wert kneeling at another shriue, 
Offering those vows I fondly deem'd were mina 

T will not say how bitterly I wept 
When iirst rhe knowledge of thy falsehood crept 
With ai^guish o'er my soul, nor let thee see 
One trace of weakness on my cheek for thee. 

Deny it not! too well I know the late 
Of her whpse heart thou hast made desolate; 
And now thou comest back again to me, 
As if I could forget thy perfidy 1 

Thou askest me to be thy slave in vain, 
Too rudely has thou cleft love's cord in twain, 
And all in vain thou seekest to beguile 
Me from my utern resolve by sigh or smile. 

Ah ! sighs and smiles — they ai'e but idle, all 
Our banished confidences to recal ; 
Those bright but tender flow'rets of our youth 
Bloom but beneath the sunny sky of truth. 

Had'st thou been true, 1 would have shared with thee 
E'en the world's scorn, its chilling penury ; 
But now, though wealth and fame have crown'd thy brow, 
T shrink from union with such as thou. 

My dreani is j^ast, the glittering spell is o'er 
Th.1t bound my ardent spirit, never more 
My thoughts on thee with tenderness shall dwell. 
For noW we both are changed — ^farewell, farewell ! 
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Blest privilege to erring mortals giv^n, 

" Read, mark, and learn " the way to God and heav'n. 

Oh ! thou my Saviour and my heavenly friend, 

While lowly o'er this book I humbly bend, 

Teach me to " read ** thy holy word aright, 

Shed o'er each page thy Spirit's guiding light. 

Lord, open thou mine eyes, that I may see 

The beauties of thy mild divinity ; 

Thy sweet compassion, and unchanging love. 

Prompted by which thou left the courts above. 

The holy company of the purified. 

Of saints and angels and thy Father's side ; 

To heal the broken-hearted, hush the sigh. 

To drythe widow's and the orphan's eye ; 

To guide the wand'ring, to illume the sight 

Of thousands lost ia depths of mental night ; 

To teach the lame to walk iu that blest road 

Which leads to virtue, piety, and God ; 

To cleanse the leper from the taint of sin, 

And make him peaceful, pure, and calm within ; 

To bid the dumb his new-found voice to raise 

In sweetest straius of harmony and praise ; 

To heal the sick, and to befriend the poor. 

And bid the contrite soul, **Go sin no more ;" 

To watch the dying Christian's parting breath, 

And smooth his passage through the realms of death, 

Until he reaches that brig^it, happy shore, 

Where trials and sorrows vex the soul no more. 

Teach me, oh Lord ! to " mark " each act of thine. 

And to thy will conform each wish of mine ! 

Teach me repining thoughts and words to shun. 

And iu each trial to cry **Thy will be done ;" 

To take thy yoke and meekly " learn " of thee 

Lessons of love, and deep humility. 

And so to live on earth, that when £ die 

My happy soul to thy embrace may fly. 
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Day's curtain is closing, 

And earth is reposing 
Beneath the mild light of the evening sky ; 

Soft dews are distilling, 

And fragrance is filling 
The flowers that drooped 'neath the sun's ardent eye. 

Come let us be roaming 

This sweet time of gloaming, 
Beside the calm stream where our vows were first made, 

Where your soft blue eyes glisten'd. 

As coyly you listeu'd. 
And hung down your head your warm blushes to shade. 

Oh ! come, dearest Mary, 

With step light and aii-y. 
And loose flowing tresses that float on the wind : 

I loDg to be near thee. 

Thy bright smile can cheer roe, 
When day's busy troubles have clouded my mind. 
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8et to Music by J, Boucher^ Esq, 

Oh, dark and lone is now the world to me, 

For thou art gone — and I must mourn, 
Linear not long — I cannot happy be 

While thou art absent- Oh, return ! 
Droop not the flow'rs when darksome night 

Her sable pall spreads o'er the skies. 
And bloom again, when warm and btight. 

In East the day's fair beams arise? 
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Thou art my life's bright sun, when thou art nigh 

All nature greets nie with a smile, 
But in thine alDsence pleasures droop and die, 

And memory can alone beguile 
The lonely, sad, and weary heart 

That longs once more thy smile to see ; 
Thy presence can alone impart 

Comfort and peace, — Come back to me ! 



Tiradnit cfe VA nglats de Mrs. If, Turner, par L, MariiHaux, 

Hameln, 7 Septembre, 1877. 

Lb roonde est main ten ant vide et sombre pour moi ; 

Et depiris ton depart toujoura je me d^ole ; 
Reviens, car je ne puis 6tre heureuse sans toi, 

Vite, reviens vers moi ! Beviens vera ton idole ! 

Ne voit on pas les fleurs se courter, se fl6trir, 

Quand la nuit sur les creux etend son sombre voile, 

Et briller de nouveau lorsqne p&lit I'etoile 

Et que de ses rayons Ph^bus vient les rouvrir ? 

Quand tu vis pr^s de moi, tout est joie et bonheur, 

Et la nature m6rae aussi vient ne sourire ; 
Mais, pendant ton absence, ici tout est douleur, 

Et ton souvenir senl pent encore seduire 
Mon coeur abandonn^ que la tristesse accable. 

Fais que bientdt encore ton sourire je vois ! 
Ta prince chez nous seule sera capable 

De ramener la pais 1 Vite, reviens vers moi ! 
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The Squire of the village, a bachelor old, 
Once woo'd a poor maiden and proiFer*d her gold ; 
But she in disdain turned her fair face away, 
And coldly and proudly she answer'd him " nay !" 

" Oh ! think not for wealth I will barter my youth, 
Th' applause of my conscience, my love and my truth, 
Or while my fond Walter's affection I hold, 
I shall ever turn from it to thee and thy gold. 

Bis home may be poor, and his pittance but small, 
But honest affection atones for it all. 
Then seek not to win me, you labour in vain — 
Oh ! leave me before you incur my disdain." 

The old Squire was silenced, for what could he sayl 
He glanced al the maiden, and turned him away ; 
While Walter, who'd listened with love's fond alarms, 
Sprang forward and clasped the fair girl in his arms. 
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Tis sweet to meet thee, (though but for one hour). 
And snatch a fleeting pleasure from thy smile, 

To add to mem'ry's store another flower. 
With which the days of absence to beguile ; 

Dearer, far dearer than all else to me. 

Is one hour spent, my spirit's friend, with thea, 

Tis sweet to meet thee in the joyous dance. 
When pleasure's vot'ries tread the mazy round. 

To watch for and to meet thine eyes' bright glance, 
And listen to thy voice's whispered sound ; 

Dearer than all these festive scenes to me. 

Must thy pure love and friendship ever be. 
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Tis sweet to meet thee when prayer's voice is heard, 
And eyes are veil'd before tne mercy seat, 

And hearts with deepest reverence are stirr*d, 

For then with kiudred thoughts our bosoms beat ; 

Oh, very dear is this sweet hour to me, 

For in my prayers 1 still remember thee. 

Tis sweet to meet thee in the " land of dreams,'* 
When sleep has gently clos'd each weary eye, 

When in her solitude the pale moon gleams. 
Keeping her silent watch amid the sky ; 

Oh ! this calm hour is dear indeed to me, 

For in my dreams thy smile again I see ! 
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THE ANSWERED LETTER. 

What shall you bring home to me. Love ] 
You bid me to think and to say; 

I need not wait for a thought, Love^ 
But send you my wishes to-day. 

Bring home the heart that I prize. Love, 
The heart that has been true to me ; 

Bring home the fond tender eyes, Love, 
Mine own are so longing to see. 

Bring home the true earnest soul. Love, 

Aspiring and pure as before ; 
These are the treasures I prize, Love, 

I seek not to ask you for more. 
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Bemember thee ? oh, canst thou think that 1 
Could let one day of absence pass me by, 

And thou forgotten be, 
My spirit's friend, my souFs companion dear, 
By heaven sent my lonely path to cheer »^ 

With sweetest sympathy ? 

Night's sable curtain never veils the skies, 
Nor beams of morning in the east arise, 

But on ray bended knee, 
In solitude, I pour the fervent pray'r 
That God would make thee His peculiar care, 

And joy thy portion be. 

Each passing circumstance of chequered life, 
With sorrow blended, or with pleasure rife. 

Still bears my thoughts to thee ; 
For, ah ! thy gentle voice could soothe each care, 
And with thee by ray side each joy to share, 

Mirth's houi-s would brighter be. 

Not while the love of virtue warms this heart. 
Not while fair Nature's countless charms impart 

Such deep pure joy to me ; 
Not till the shades of Death my brow o'ercast, 
And Life's last sigh my quivering lip has pass'd, 

Shalt thou forgotten be. 
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